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LIFE OF DR. YOUNG. 



X "HE pen of. bi9graphy cannot be better employed^ than in 
the service of an author, who displayed eminent genius and 
abihties in the cause of virtue and religion. Such was Dr. 
Young, the subject of these Memoirs. 

His father, whose name was also Edward Young, was FeU 
low of Winchester College, Rector of Upham in HamJ^shire, 
and, in the latter part of his life. Dean of Sarum ; chaplain 
to William and Mary, and afterwards to Queen Ann. Jacob 
tells us that the latter, when Princess Royal, did him the ho- 
nour to stand godmother to our poet ; and that, upon her as- 
cending the throne, he was appointed Clerk of the Clbset to 
her Majesty. 

It does not appear that this gentleman distinguished him- 
.self in the Republic of Letters, otherwise than by a Latin 
Visitation Sermon, preached in 1686, and by two volumes of 
Sermons, printed in 1702, and which he dedicated to Lord 
Bradford, through whose interest he probably received some 
of his promotions. The Dean died at Sarum in 1705, aged 
63 ; after a very short illness, as appears by the exordium of 
Bishop Burnetts sermon at the Cathedral on the following 
Sunday. . M Death (said he) has been of late walking round 
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'J^' ^;^djktoe. ^hisi««a9Y tbbe^^do&^d for. He had been relej^^;. ' 

;-• fi^tri parchtarauft^ ; and his ga^ftw.l 

, 2^i^.^^ym^tion haci Hitrbduced hi6i to the notice of the wi6t|'." 
\. j:^^kk^^ Duke of Whartoii*,, and his gay coe^V: 

. .;r^V^*^^^°% feX^l^^^ his finances might be improved, but not^is v 
''\'-^^'^ •' moi:al4"^^4iis Is the period at which Pope is said to hav6'^flpdV 
. Wafbiinonj our young author had ** much genius witjj^^t;^ 
vV V V* common sense ;'* and it should seem likewise, that he piSs-^ • 
..;% -'r sessed a zeal for religion with little of its practical influeiicc';; 
.i?" for, with ail his gaiety and ambition, he was an advocate fox 

•At" the instigation of this peer, he was once candidate for a seat in Pania« 
• meet, but without success, and the ejtpences were paid by WlMrton, 



LIFE OF DR. YOUNG* Ul 

Revelation and Christianity. Thus when Tinda), the atheisti- 
cal philosopher, used to spend much of his time at All Souls, 
he complained : «* The other boys I can always answer, be- 
** cause I know whence they have their arguments, which 
** I have read an hundred times ; but that fellow Young, i$ 
** continually pestering me with something of his own.'* 

This apparent inconsistency is^ rendered the more striking 
from the different kinds of composition in which, at this pe- 
riod, he was engaged : viz. a political Panegyric on the new 
Lord Lansdowne, and a sacred Poem on The Last Day, which 
was written in 1710, but not published till 1713. It was de- 
dicated to the Queen, and acknowledges an obligation, which 
has b^en differently understood, either as referring to her 
having been his godmother, or his patron ; for it is inferred 
from a couplet of Swift's, that Young was a pensioned advo- 
cate of government : 

" Whence Gay was banishM in disgrace, 
'* Where Pope will never shew his face, 

*' Where Y must torture his invention, 

'^ To flatter knaves, or lose his pension," 

This, however, might be mere report, at this period, since 
Swift was not over nice in his authorities, and nothing is : 

more common than to suppose the advocate, and the flatterer 
of the great, an hireling. Flattery seems indeed to have been 
our poet's besetting sin through life ; but if interest was his 
object, he must have been frequently disappointed : and to 
those disappointments we probably owe some of his best re- 

\ flections on human life. 

Of his Last Day, (his first considerable performance) Dr. 

K Johnson observes, that it *' has an equability and propriety 

^ ** which he afterwards either never endeavoured for, or never 
" attained. Many paragraphs are noble, and few are mean ; 

[ ** yet the whole is languid : the plan is too much extended, 
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IV LIFE OF DR. YOUNG. 

** and a succession of images divides and weakens the gene- 
«» ral conception : But the great reason why the reader is dil- 
« appointed is, that the thought of The Last Day naakes every 
" man more than poetical, by spreading over his minda gene<r 
•• ral obscurity of sacred horror, that oppresses distinction 
" and disdains expression.*' The subject is indeed truly aw- 
ful, and was peculiarly affecting to this celebrated critic, who 
never could, without trembling, meditate upon death, or the 
eternal world. The poet's theological system, moreover, 
was not, at least when he wrote this, the most consistent and 
evangelical : I mean he had not those views of the Christiah 
\ Atonement, and of pardoning grace, which give such a glory 

\ to his Night Thoughts, and would much more have illumined 

I this composition. All the preparation he seems to have thcQ^^ 

in view, is 

" By tears and groans, and never-ceasing care, 
" And all the pious violence of prayer," 

to fit himself for the Tribunal. Moreover, the project of 
future misery is too awful for poetic enlargement, and make9 
the piece too terrible to be read with pleasure ; while the at- 
tempt to particulatnze the solemnities of judgment, lowers 
their sublimity, and makes some parts of the description, as 
Dr. Johnson has observed, appear mean, aqd eveq bordering 
pn burlesque. This poem, however, was well received upon 
the whole, and the better for being written by a layman ; and 
jt was commended by the ministry and their party, becapsc 
the dedication flattered their jiiistress and her governnient-^ 
far too much, indeed, for the nature of the subject. 

Pr. Young's next poem was entitled, the Force of Reli- 
gion, and foynded on the deaths of Lady Jane Grey and her 
husband. " It is written with elegance enough," according 
to Dr. Johnson ; but was " never popular :" for " Jane is 
*^ foo heroic to be pitied." The dedication of this piece to 
the counters of Salisbury, w.^ also inexcusably fulsome, 
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and, I thiidc, profane. Indeed the author himself seems af- 
terwards to liave thought so; for when he collected his 
smaller pieces into volumes^ he very judiciously suppressed 
this and most of his other dedications. 

In some part of his life Young certainly went to Ireland^, 

and was there acquainted with the eccentrical Dean Swift ; 

and his biographers seem agreed, tliat this was, most probably, 

during his connection with the Duke of Wharton, who went 

thither in 1717. But he cannot have long remained there, 

as in 1719, he brought out his first tragedy of Busiris, at 

Drury Lane, and dedicated it to the Duke of Newcastle. 

This tragedy had been vnitten some years, though now first 

performed; for it is to our author's credit, that many of his 

works were laid by him a considerable time before they were 

oiFered to the public. Our great dramatic critic pronounces 

this piece *• too far remov'd from known life'* to affect the 

passions. 

His next performance was The Revenge, the dramatic 
character of which is sufiiciently ascertained by its still keep- 
ing possession of the stage. The hint of this is supposed to 
have been taken from Othello ; " but the reflections, the in- 
" cidents, and the diction, are original." — ^The success of this 
induced him to attempt another tragedy, which was written 
in 1721, but not brought upon the stage for thirty years after- 
wards ; and then without sucdess, as we shall have farther 
occasion to observe. It has been remarked, that all his plays 
conclude with suicidef) and I much fear the frequent intro- 

* From his seventh satire it appears also, that he was once abroad, probably 
about this time, and saw a field of battle covered with the slain ) and it 19 af« 
firmed that once, with a classic in his hand, he wandered in^o the enemy's np^ 
campment, and had sOme difficulty to convince tliem, that he was only an absent, 
poet and not a spy. 

f Our author seems earl^ to have been enamoured with the Tragic Mus«^ 
and with the charms of melancholy. Dr. Ridley related, that, when at Oxford^ 
he 9fwld sometimes shut up his room, and study by a lamp, at fflid-day« 
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duction of this unnatural crime upon the stage, has contri- 
buted greatly to its commission. 

We have passed over our Author's Paraphrase on Part of 
the Book of Job, in order to bring his dramatic performances 
together. The Paraphrase has been well received, and has 
often been printed with his Night Thoughts. TTiis would 
be admired, perhaps, as much as any of his works, could we 
forget the original : but there is such a dignified simplicity even 
in our prose translation of the poetic parts of scripture, that 
we can seldom bear to see them reduced to rhyme, or modern 
measures. 

His next, and one of his best performances, is entitled. 
The Love of Fame the Universal Passion, in Seven character- 
istic Satires, originally published separately, between the years 
1725 and 1728. This, according to Dr. Johnson, is a " very 
^ great performance. It is said to be a series of epigrams, 
" and if it be, it is what the author intended : His endeavour 
** was at the production of striking distichs, and pointed sen- 
•* tences ; and his distichs have the weight of solid sentiment, 
*• and his points the sharpness of resistless truth. His cha- 
*' racters are often selected with discernment, and drawn with 
** nicety ; his illustrations are often happy, and his reflections 
** often just. His species of satire is between those of Horace 
•' and Juvenal : he has the gaiety of Horace without his lax* 
*' ity of numbers ; and the morality of Juvenal, with gi jater 
*' variety of images." — Swift indeed has pronounced of these 
Satires, that they should have been either " more merry, or 
" more severe :' * in that case, they might probably have caught 
the popular taste more ; but this does not prove that they 
would have been better. The opinion of the Duke af- 

ton, however, was of more worth than all the opinions of 
the wits, if it be true as related by Mr. Spence, that his giace 
presented the author with two thousand pounds. ** Two 
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^'.thousand pounds for a poem !" said one of the Duke's 
friends : to whom his grace replied, that he had made an ex- 
cellent bargain, for he thought it worth four* 

On the accession of George I, Young flattered him with 
an Ode,caLlled Ocean, to which was prefixed an introductory 
Ode to the King, and An Essay on Lyric Poetry : of these the 
most observable thing is, that the poet and the critic could not 
agree : for the Rules of the Essay condemned the Poetry, 
and the Poetry set at defiance the maxims of the Essay. The 
biographer of British poets has truly said, ** he had least suc-» 
«* cess in his lyric attempts, in which he seems to have been 
*' under some malignant influence : he is always labouring to 
<* be great, and at last is only turgid." 

We now leave awhile the works of our author, to contem- 
plate the conduct of the man. About this time his studies 
took a more serious turn ; and, forsaking the law, which ha 
had never practised, when he was almost fifty he entered into 
orders, and was, in 1728, appointed Chaplain to the King* 
One of Pope's biographers relates, that, on this occasion 
Yoiing applied to his brother poet for direction in his studies, 
who jocosely recommended Thomas Aquinas, which the for- 
mer taking seriously, he retired to the suburbs with the ange- 
lical doctor, till his friend discovered him, and brought him 
back. 

^-*4S Vindication of Providence, and Estimate of Human 
Life, were published in this year; they have gone through 
seve;al editions, and are generally regarded as the best of his 
prose compositions : But the plan of the latter never was 
cqmpletfed.. The following year he printed a very loyal ser- 
r; , -^ * King Charies's Martyrdom, entitled, An Apology 
for Princes. In 1730, he was presented by his college to the 
rectory of Welwyn in Hertfordshire, worth about 3001. a 
year, beside the lordship of the manor annexed to it. This 
year be relapsed again to poetry, and published a loyal Naval 
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Ode, and Two Epistles to Pope, of which nothing particular 
need be said. 

He was married, in 173 1, to Lady Elisfiabeth Lee, widow 
of Colonel Lee, and daughter to the Earl of Litchfield t and 
it was hot long before she brought him a son and heir. 

Sometime, before his marriage, the Doctor walking in his 
garden at Welwyn, with his lady and another, a servant came 
to tell him a gentleman wished to speak to him. •• Tell him," 
said the Doctor, •* I am too happily engaged to change my 
•* situation." The ladies insisted that he should go^ as his 
visitor was a man of rank, his patron, and his friend; and as 
persuasion had no effect on liim, they took him, one by the 
right hand, and the other by the left, and led him to the gar-^ 
den-gate. . He then laid his hand upon his heart, and in that 
expressive manner, for which he was so remarkable^ uttered 
the following lines : 

" Thus Adam lookM when from thp garden driven^ . 

" And thus disputed orders sent from Heav'n : 

" Like him t go, but yet to go am loth : 

" Like him I go, for angels drove tis both. 

" Hard was his fate> but ihine still mor6 \inkind ; 

*' His Eve went wiA him> but mine stays behind." 

Another striking instance of his wit is related in reference 
to Voltaire : who, while in England-, (probably at Mr. Dod- 
dington's seat in Dorsetshire) ridiculed, with some severity, 
Milton's allegorical personages, Si7i and Death ; oti which 
Young, who was one of the company^ immediately addressed 
bim in the following extemporaneous distich : 

" Thou art so witty, profligate, and thin, 

^' Thou seem'st a Mlton, with his Death and Sin.'* 

Soon after his marriage, our author again indulged his po* 
jCticalvein in two odes, called The Sea Piece, with a Poetical 
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Dedication to Voltaire, in which the above incident seems 
alhided to in these lines, 

" On Dorset downs, t^Hen Milton's page 
" With Sin and Death provoli*d thj rage." 

In 1134 he printed an Argument for Peace, which af*ter-^ 
ward, with several of his smaller pieces, and most of his de- 
dications, was consigned by his own hand to merited oblivion : 
in which circumstance he deserves both the thanks and imita- 
tion of posterity. 

About the year 1741 he had the unhappiness to lose his 
wife; her daughter by Colonel Lee, and this daughter's hus- 
band, Mr. Temple. What affliction he felt for their loss, 
may be seen in his Night Thoughts, written on this occasion. 
They are addressed to Lorenzo, a man of pleasure, and of 
the world ; and who, it is generally supposed, was his own 
son, then labouring under his father's displeasure. His son- 
in-law is said to be characterized by Philander, and his Lady's 
daughter was certainly th6 person he speaks of under the 
appellation of Narcissa. — (See Night III.) In her last 
illness, which was a consumption, he accompanied hec 
to Montpellier : or, as Mr. Croft says, to Lyons, in the South 
of France, ^t which place she died soon after her arrival. 

Being regarded as an heretic, she was denied christian burial, 
and her afflicted father was obliged to steal a grave, and 
inter her privately with his dwn hands*. (See Night IIL 



• I take the liberty of inserting here a passage from a letter written by Mr. 
W. Taylor, from Montpellier, to his sister, Mrs. Mouncher, in the preceding 
jear 1789, which may be considered as curious, and will be interesting and af- 
fecting to the admirer* of Dr. Young and his Narcissa i 

" I know yon, as well as myself, are not a little partial to Dr. Young. Had 
" you been with me in a solitary walk the other day, you would have slicd a 
" tear orer the remaias of hi* dear Narcissa. I was walking in a place called 
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In this celebrated poem he thus addresses Death :. 

" Insatiate archer! could not one suflke? 

" Thy shaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was slain ; 

" And thrice, ere thrice jon moon had fill'd her horn. 

These lines have been universally understood of the above 
deaths ; but this supposition can np way be reconciled with 
Mr. Croft's dates, who says, Mrs. Temple died in 1736, Mr. 
Temple in 1740, and Lady Young in 1741. Which quite 
inverts the order of the poet, who makes Narcissa's death fol- 
low Philander's : 

" Narcissa follows e're hb tomb is clos*d.** 

Night m. 

''^ the King's Garden ; and there T saw the spot where she was interred. Mr. 

«' J , Mrs. H , and myself, had some conversation with the gardenei^ 

•' respecting it; who told us, that about 45 years ago. Dr. Yoong was here with 
** his daughter for her Health ; and that he used constantly to be walking back- 
** ward and forward in this garden (no doubt, as he saw her gradually decliu- 
*' ing, to find the most solitary spot, where he might shew his last token of af * 
«' fection, by leaving her remains as secure as possible from those savages, who 
V would have denied her a christian burial : for at that time, an Englishman in 
" this country was looked upon as an heretic, infidel, and devil. They begin 
*• now to verge from their bigotry, and allow them at least to be men, thongh 
" not christians, I believe) ; and that he bribed the under gardener, belonging 
"to his father, to let him bury his daughter, which he did; pointed out the 
** most solitary place, and dug the grave. The man, through a private door, 
•' admitted the Doctor at midnight, bringing his beloved daughter, wrapped up in 
*' a sheet, upoB his shoulder: he laid her in the hole, sat down, and (as^the man 
*' expressed it) 'rained tears V 'With pious sacrilege a grave I stole.* The 
'' man who was thus bribed is dead, but the master is still livingi Before the 
•' man died, they were one day going to dig, and set some flowers, &c. in this spot 
*' where she was buried. The man said to his master, ' Don't dig there ; for, 
" so many years ago, I buried an English lady there.* The master was much 
" surprized ; and as Doaor Young*s book had made much noise in France, it 
** led him to enquire into the matter ; and only two years ago it was known for 
'* a certainty that that Was the place, and in this way : There was an English 
" nobleman here, who was acquainted with the governor of this place ; and 
" wishing to ascertain the fact, he obtained permission to dig np the ground, 
'* where he found some bones, which were examined by a surgeon, and pro. 
" nounced to be the remains of a human body : this, therefore, puts the aulhen- 
" licity of ii beyond a doubt,**-~See Evan. Mag. for 1797, p. 444. 
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There is no possible way to reconcile these contradictions : 
cither we must reject Mr. Croft's dates, for which he gives 
us no authority, or we must suppose the characters and inci- 
dents, if not entirely fictitious, as the author assures us that 
they are not, were accommodated by poetic licence to his 
purpose. As to the character of Lorenzo, whether taken from 
real life, or moulded purely in the author's imagination, Mr. 
Croft has suflSciently proved that it could not intend his Son, 
who was but eight years old when the greater part of the 
Night Thoughts was written ; for Night the Seventh is dated, 
in the original edition, July 1744. 

For the literary merits of this work we shall again refer to 
the criticism of Dr. Johnson, which is seldom exceptionable, 
when he is not warped by political prejudices. " In his 
Night Thoughts," says the Doctor, speaking of our author, 
*' he has exhibited a very wide display of original poetry, va- 
•* riegated with deep reflections and Sitriking allusions ; a wil- 
** derness of thought, in which the fertility of fancy scatters 
•* flowers of every hue, and of every odour. This is one of 
** the few poems in which blank verse could not be changed 
** for rhyme, but with disadvantage. The wild diffusion of 
" the sentiments and the digressive sallies of imagination, 
•' would have been compressed and restrained by confinement 
" tofhyme. The excellence of this work is not exactness, 
•• but copiousness : particular lines are not to be regarded ; 
** the power is in the whole ; and in the whole there is a 
** magnificence like that ascribed to Chinese plantations, the 
** magnificence of vast extent and endless diversity.*' 

So far Dr. Johnson. — Mr. Croft says, " Of these poems 
•* the two or three first have been perused more eagerly and 
** more frequently than the rest. When he got as far as the 
** fourth or fifth, his original motive for taking up the perj 
" was answered : his grief was naturally either diminished 
" Qr exhausted. We still find the same pious poet; but we 
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•* h^ar less of Philander and Narcissa, and less of the mourner 
•* whom he loved to pity.*' 

Notwithstanding one might be tempted, from some pas* 
sages in the Night Thoughts, to suppose he had taken his 
leave of terrestrial things, in the alanning year 17459 he 
could not refrain from returning again to politics, but wrote 
Poetical Reflections on the State of the Kingdom, originallyr 
appended to the Night Thoughts, but never re-printed with 
them. 

In 1753, his tragedy of The Brothers, written thirty years 
before, now first appeared upon the stage. It had been in 
rehearsal when Young took orders, and was withdrawn on 
that occasion. The Rector of Welwyn devoted lOOOl. lo 
« The Society for the Propagation of the Gospel,*' and 
estimating the probable produce of this play at such a sum, he 
perhaps thought the occasion might sanctify the means ; and 
not thinking so unfavourably of the stage as other good men 
have done, he committed the monstrous absurdity of giving 
a play for the propagation of the gospel ! The author was^ 
(as is often the case with authors) deceived in his calcula** 
tion. The Brothei-s was never a favourite with the public t 
but that the society might not suffer, the doctor made up the 
deficiency from his own pocket. 

His next was a prose performance, entitled, *• The Cen* 
*• taur not fabulous ; in Six Letters to a Friend on the Life 
'* in Vogue." The third of these letters describes the 
death-bed of "the gay, young, noble, ingenious, accom- 
*• plished, and most wretched Altamont," whom report 
supposed to be Lord Euston. But whether Altamont or 
JLorenzo were real or fictitious charactei's, it is certain the 
author could be at no loss for models for them among the 
gay nobility, with whom he was acquainted. 

In 1759, appeared his lively *' Conjectures on Original 
*• Composition ;" which, according to Mr. Croft, eppear 
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** more like the production of untamed, unbridled youth, 
•* than of jaded fourscore.*' This letter contains the pleas* 
Ing account of the death of Addison, and his dying address 
to Lord Warwick. — " See how a Christian can die !" 

In 1762, but little before his death, Young published his 
last, and one of his least esteemed poems, ** Resignation,'* 
which was written on the following occasion : — Observing 
that Mrs. Boscawen, in the midst of her grief for the loss of 
the Admiral, derived consolation from a perusal of the Night 
Thoughts, hex friend, Mrs. Montague, proposed a visit to 
the author, by whom they were favourably received ; and 
were pleased to confess that his *• unbounded genius appear- 
•* cd to greater advantage in the companion than even in the 
** author ; that the Christian was in him a character still 
^* more inspired, more enraptured, more sublime than the 
^* poet, and that, in his ordinary conversation, 

era — " Letting down the golden chain from high, 
'' Jle drew l^js au4icnce upward to the sk^," 

On this occasion, and at the request of these ladies, th<^ 
;iuthor produced his Resignation, above mentioned, and 
which has been so unmercifully treated by the critics ; but 
it has, in some measure, been rescued from their hands by 
Dr. Johnson, who says, *' It was falsely represented as a 
** proof of decayed faculties. There is Young in every 
*' stanza, such as he often was in his highest vigour.'* 

We now approach the closing scene of opr author's life, 
of which, unhappily, we have few particulars. For three or 
four years before his death, he appears to have been incapa* 
citated, by the infirmities of age, for public duty ; yet he per- 
fectly enjoyed his intellects to the last, and even his vivacity ; 
for in his last illness, a friend mentioning the recent decease 
.pf a person who had long been in a decline, and observing. 
>hat he wa3 quite worn to a shell before he died ;'* Very likQ» 
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ly»" replied the doctor ; ** but what is become of the ker^ 
nel ?" — He is said to have regretted to another friend, that 
his Night Thoughts, of all his works most calculated to do 
good, were written so much above the understanding of 
common readers, as to contract their sphere of usefulness 
This, however, ought not, perhaps, to be regretted, since 
there is a great sufficiency of good books for common rea- 
ders, and the style of that work will always introduce it 
where plainer compositions would not be read. 

He died at his Parsonage House, at Welwyn, April 12, 
1765, and was buried, according to his desire, by the side' 
of his lady, under the altar-piece of that church ; which is 
said to be ornamented in a singular manner with an elegant 
piece of needle-work by Lady Young, and some appropriate 
inscriptions, painted by the direction of the doctor. 

His best monument is to be found in his works ; but ^ 
less durable one, in marble, was erected by his only *soa 
and heir, with a very modest and sensible inscription. This 
son, Mr. Frederick Young, had the first part of his education 
at Winchester school, and, becoming a scholar upon the 
foundation, was sent, in consequence thereof, to New Col- 
lege, in Oxford; but there being no vacancy (though the 
society waited for one no less than two years) hfe was ad- 
mitted in the mean time in Baliol, where he behaved so im- 
prudently as to be forbidden the college.* This miscon- 
duct disobliged his father so much, that it is said he never 
would see him afterwards : however, by his will he bequeath- 
ed to him the bulk of his fortune, which was considerable* 



* Mr. Croft denies this circumstance, and calls the poet*s son his frieiid,^' 
He does not, however, pretend to vindicate the conduct of the youth ; but he 
relates his repentance and regret, which is far better. Perhaps it is not pos- 
sible wholly to vindicate the father. Great genius, even accompanied with 
piety, is not always most ornamental to domestic life ; and " the prose of 
ordinary occurrences,'* says Croft, *'i8 beneath the dignity of poets." 
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reserving only a legacy to his friend Stevens, the hatter at 
Temple-gate, and lOOOl. to his house-keeper, with his dying 
charge to see all his manuscripts destroyed ; which may have 
been some loss to posterity, though none, perhaps, to his owa 
fame. 

Dr. Young, as a christian and divine, has been reckoned 
an examples of primeval piety. He was an able orator, bpt 
it is not known whether he composed many sermons ; and it 
is certain that he published very few. The following inci- 
dent does honour to his feelings : when preaching in his turn 
one Sunday at St. James's, finding he could not gain the at- 
tention of his audience, his pity for their folly got the better 
of all decorum ; he sat back in the pulpit, and burst into a 
^ood of tears. 

His turn of mind was naturally solemn ; and he usually, 
when at home in the country, spent many hours walking 
among the tombs in his own church-yard. His conversa- 
tion, as well as writings, had all a reference to a future life ; 
and this tuin of mind mixed itself even with his improve- 
ments in gardening : he had, for instance, an alcove, with a 
bench so well painted in it, that at a distance it seemed to be 
real ; but upon a nearer approach the deception was per- 
ceived, and this motto appeared ; 

INVISIBILIA NON DECIPIUNT, 

The things unseen do not deceive us. 

In another part of his garden was also this inscription : 

AMBVLAKTE8 IN HORTO AUDIERVNT VOCEM DEI. 

They heard the voice of God walking in the garden^ 

This seriousness occasioned him to be charged with 
gloominess of temper ; yet he was fond of rural sports and 
jQAocent amusements. He would sometimes visit the assem* 



XVI LIFE OF DR. YOUNG. 

bly and the bowling green ; and we see in his satires that he 
knew how to laugh at folly. His wit was poignant^ and al- 
ways levelled at those who shewed any contempt for decency 
or religion ; an instance of which we have remarked in his , 
extemporary epigram on Voltaire. 

Dr. Young rose betimes, and engaged with his domestics 
in the duties of Morning Prayer. He is said to have read 
but little; but he noted what he read, and many of his books 
were so swelled with folding down his favourite passages, 
that they would hardly shut. He was moderate in his meals, 
and rarely drank wine, except when he was ill ; being (as he 
used to say) unwilling to waste the succours of sickness on 
the stability of health. After a slight refreshment, he retired 
to rest early in the evening, even though he might havecom<> 
pany who wished to prolong his stay. 

He lived at a moderate expence, rather inclined to parsi« 
mony than profusion ; and seems to have possessed just con- 
ceptions of the vanity of the world ; yet (such is the incon- 
sistency of man !) he courted honours and preferments at the 
borders of the grave, even so late as 1758 ; but none were ' 
then conferred. It has, however, been asserted, that he had 
a pension of 2001. a year from government, conferred under 
the auspices of Walpole. 

At last, when he was full fourscore, the author of thg 
J«Jight Thoughts, 

" Who thoudit e'en gold itself might con»e a day too late/* 

wa^ made Clerk of the Closet to the Princess Dowager of 
Wales. What retarded his promotion so long it is not easy to 
determine. Some attribute it to his attachment to the Prince 
of Wales and his friends ; and others assert, that the King 
thought him sufficiently provided for. Certain it is, that he 
knew no straits in pecuniary matters ; and that, in the method 
he has recommended of estimating human life, honours are 
of little value. 
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His merits as an author have already been considered in a 
review of his works; and nothing seems necessary to be 
added, but the following gen^ul characters of his composi- 
tion, from Blair and Johnson. 

Dr. Blair says, in his celebrated lectures : " Among moral 
** and didactic poets, Dr. Young is of too great eminence to 
** be passed over without notice. In all his works, the marks 
" of strong genius appear. His Universal Passion possesses 
" the fall merit of that animated conciseness of style, and 
** livdy description of character, which I mention as requi- 
<* site in satirical and didactic compositions. Though his 
" wit may often be thought too sparkling, and his sentences 
*' too pointed, yet the vivacity of his fancy is so great, as to 
•* entertain every reader. In his Night Thoughts there is 
" much energy of expression ; in the three first, there are 
«« several pathetic passages ; and scattered through them all, 
*^ happy images and illusions, as well as pious reflections, 
" occur. But the sentiments are frequently over-strained, 
** and turgid ; and the style is too harsh and obscure to be 
" pleasing." 

The same critic has said of our author in another place» 
that his " merit in figurative language is great, and deserves 
• «« to be remarked. No writer, ancient or modern, had a 
" stronger imagination than Dr. Young, or one more fertile 
" in figures of every kind; his metaphors are often new, 
*' and often natural and beautiful. But his imagination was 
" strong and rich, rather than delicate and correct.*' 

These strictures may be thought severe ; but it should be 
remembered, that an author derives far more honour from 
such a discriminate character, from a judicious critic, than 
from the indiscriminate commendation of an admirer. The 
following is the conclusion of Dr. Johnson's critique, and 
shall conclude these memoirs. 

** It must be allowed of Young's poetry, that it abounds 
*' in thought, but without much accuracy or selection. — 

c 
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.*V Wheii be lays hold of a thought, Ue pursues it beyond 
.*^ expect£ktion, [ai?d} sometimes happily, as in his parallel of 
" qtucisilver y/hh pleasure .... which is very ingeaious, 
" very subtle, and almost exact 

'' His versification i^ his own; neither his bl^uk nor his 
'* rhyming lines have any resemblance to those of former 
** writers; he picks up no hemesticks, he copies no favourite 
" expressions ; he seems to have laid up no stores of thought 
" or diction, but to owe all to the fortuitous suggestions of 
" tlie present moment. Yet I have reason so believe that, 
" when once he had formed a new design, he then laboured 
** it with very patient industry, and that he copposed with 
*' great labour and frequent revisions. 

" His verses are formed by no certain model ; he is, no 
" more like himself in his different productions than he 19 

like others. He seems never to have studied prosody, nor 

to have any direction, but from his own ear. Bat with all 
'^ his defects, he was a man of genius, and a poet." 

P. S. The materials of the above Life are taken from the 
Article referring to our author in Johnson's Lives of the 
Poets, written by Mr. Herbert Croft, with the Critique of 
Dr. Johnson, compared with the Biographia Britannica, and 
Other respectable authorities. 
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PREFACE. 



As the occasion of this poem was real^ not fic- 
titious ; so the method pursued in it, was ra- 
ther imposed^ by what spontaneously arose in the 
author's mind on that occasion than meditated 
or designed. Which will appear very probable 
from the nature of it. For it differs from the 
common mode of Poetry, which is, from lohg 
narrations to draw short morals. Here, on the 
contrary, the narrative is short, and the mora- 
lity arising from it makes the bulk of the Poem- 
The reason of it is. That the facts mentioned did 
naturally pour these moral reflections on the 
thought of the writer. 
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NIGHT THE FIRST: 



OH 



LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 



TO THE 



^T HONOURABLE ARTffUR ONSLO W, ESQ. 



SPEAKER OF THE ROUSI OF COMMQNf. 



I'D Nature's sweet restorer, balmy Skepi 
\ the world, his ready visit pays 
Fortune smiles; the wretched he forsakes 3 
f his downy pinion flies from woe, 
pits on lids unsuUy'd with a tear, 
short (as usual) and disturbed repose, 
% How happy they, who wake no morel 
It were vain, if dreams infest the grave. 
^.4^erging from a sea of dreams 
ipus; where my wrecked desponding thought, 
|ve to wave of fancy' A misery, 
drove, her helm of reason lost. 
i)w restor d, 'tis only change of. pain, 
"^^A bitter change!) severer for severe. 
' The Day too short fc^ my distress ; za^Night^ 
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Ev'n in the zenith of her dark domain. 

Is sunshine to the colour of my fate. , 

Nighty sable goddess ! from her eftow throhe. 
In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumb'ring world. 
Silence, how deacf ! and darkness, how profound ! 
Nor eye, nor listening ear, an object finds j 
Creation sleeps. 'Tis as. the general pulse " 
Of life stood still, and nature made a pause ; 
An awful pause ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophesy be soon fulfilled ; 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lose no more. ' 

Silence and Darkness! solemn sisters ! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender thought 
! To Reason, and on Reason build Resolve, 
(J'hat column of true majesty in man) 
Assist me: I will thank you in the grave ; 
Tlie grave, your kingdom : There this frame shall fall 
A victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 
But what are ye ? — '-^ 

THOU, who didst put to flight 
Primaeval -SVfcwce, when the morning stars. 
Exulting, shouted o^er the rising ball ; 
O THOU, whose word from solid darkness struck 
That spark, the sun ; strike wisdom from my soul ; 
My soul, which flies to Thee, her trust, Ker treasure, 
. As misers to their gold, while others rest. 

Thro' this opaque of Nature, Bndo( Soul; 
This double night, transmit one pitying ray, -^ 
To lighten, diid tb'thear. O lead my mind. 
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(A mind that fiain would wander from its woe) 
Lead it thro* various scenes oi Life and Death i 
And from ^ach scene, the noblest truths inspire. 
Nor less inspire my Conduct y than my Song ; 
Teach my best reason, reason; my best will 
Teach rectitude j and fix my firm resolve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay-her long arrears 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell strikes One. We take no note of time 
But from its loss. To give it then a tongue 
Is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, 
I feel the solemn sound. If heard aright. 
It is the knell pf my departed hours : 
Where are they? With the years beyond the flood - 
It is the signal that demands dispatch : 
How much is to be done ? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm 'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down. — On what? a fathomless abyss 5 
A dread eternity ! how surely wewe/ 
And can eternity belong to me. 
Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how august. 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man ! 
How passing wonder HE, who made him such ! 
Who centred in our make such strange extremes ! 
From difPrent natures marvelously mixt. 
Connexion exquisite of distant worlds ! 
Distinguish 'd link in being's endless chain i 
Midway from Nothing to the Deity I 
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A beam ethereal, suUy'd, and absorpt ! 
Tho* sully*d, and dishonourM^ still divine ! 
Dim miniature of greatness absolute ! 
An heir of glory ! a frail child of diist ! 
Helpless immortal ! insect infinite! 
A worm ! a god ! I tremble at myself. 
And in myself am lost ! at home a stranger. 
Thought wanders up and down, surpriz'd, aghast. 
And wond'ring at her own: How reason reels I 
I! O what a miracle to man is man. 
Triumphantly distressed ! what joy, what dread ! 
Alternately transported, and alarm'd ! 
What can preserve my life ? or whit destroy ? 
An angel's arm can*t snatch me from the grave y 
Legions of angels can*t confine me there. 

*Tis past conjecture ^ all things rise in proof: 
While o*er my limbs sleeps s soft dominion spread : 
What tho' my soul phantastic measures trod 
O'er fairy fields; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathless woods; or down the craggy steep 
Hurl'd headlong, swam with pain the mantled pool ; 
Or scal'd the cliflF; or danc'd on hollow winds. 
With antic shapes, wild natives of the brain ? 
Her ceaseless flight, tho' devious, speaks her nature 
Of subtler essence than the trodden clod ; 
Active, aerial, towering, unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her gross companion's fall. 
Ev'n silent night proclaims my soul immortal: 
Ev'n silent night proclaims eternal day. 
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Fot li^Sftiift wea, heav'ii liuslan^i «B events ; 
Dull sleep instnitts, ftdr^rtiraindifefims in vain. 
Why then thiir foss dfejilore, that ait Hot test ? 
Why w2^d*rs \irrefebed tbotr|fht their Wrabs around. 
In infidel distress? Ait Jh^e& fhere? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in dust, etbereal -fire? 

They liv^ ! they gitattly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, undonceiv'd ; arid ^th an eye 
Of tenderness let heav'nly pity fell 
On me, more justly htfmber'd mSti the dead. 
T^is is the dtffeart, this the solitude: 
How populous, how ^tal, is the grave F 
This is creation's iinefanchbly vault. 
The vale funer^^l, the sad cypress |floom ; 
Tlie land of apparitiohs^ empty shades ! 
^ All, all on eisurth, is Shadow^ allbeydnd 

Is Substance I the revei^se is folly's ctei^d: 

How solid all, where chaiige shaH be no more ! 
This is the bud of being, the dita daWn, 

The twilight of our day, the vestibule ; 
I Lifers theiatre as yet is shut^ and death, 
I Strong death, altoe can heave the massy bar. 

This gross iinj^diment of clay remove. 

And tii&e us Smhryos of existence free. 

From realViky but little more remote 
I Is he^ not yet a candidate fbr light. 

The future embryo slumb'ring in his ^irc. 

Embryos we 'riitlSt be, till we burst the shelly 
[ Yon ambient ^zore Shell, and spring to life. 

The life of ^t>dS,'0 transport ! and of man. 
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Yet man, fool man ! here buries all his thoughts y ' 
Inters celestial hopes wit]fioat one sigh. 
Prisoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon. 
Here pinions all his wishes; wing'd by heav'n • 

To fly at infinite ; and reach it there. 
Where seraphs gather immortality. 
On life's fair tree, fast by the throne of God. . 
What golden joys ambrosial clustering glow. 
In HIS full beam, and ripen'd for the just. 
Where momentary ages are no more ! 
Where time, and pain, and chance, and death expire! 
And is it in the flight of threescore years. 
To push eternity from human thought, , 
And smother souls immortal in the dust ? 
A soul immortal, spending all her fires. 
Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness. 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm 'd. 
At aught this scene can threaten or indulge. 
Resembles ocean mio tempest wrought. 
To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where falls this censure ? It overwhelms myself^ 
How was my heart incrusted by the world! 
O how self-fetter'd was^my grov'ling soul ! : 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round . 
In silken thought, which reptile Fafiof spun» 
Till darkened Reason lay quite clouded o'er 
With soft conceit of endless comfort here. 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the skies I 

Night-visions may befriend (as sung above) : . 
Our waking dreams are fetal. How I dreamt 
Of things impossible ! (Could sleep do more ?) 
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Of joys perpetual m perpetuaj change ! 

Of stable pl^a^orea on the tQS$ing wave ! 

Eternal sunshine in the storms of life ! 

How ricbly wer^ my noon-tide trances hung 

With gorgeous tapestries of pictured joys^ / 

Joy behind joy, in endless perspective ! 

Tin at death's tpH> whose restless iron tongue * 

Calls daily for his millions at a meal. 

Starting I woke, and found myself undone. 

Where now my phrenzy's pompous furniture ? 

The cobweb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 

Of mould Ving mud, is royalty to me ! 

The spider's most attenuated thread 

Is cord, is cable, to Iran's rtender tie 

On earthly bliss; it breaks at every breeze. 
O ye blest scenes of permanent delight ! 
Full above measure! lasting, beyond bound! 
A perpetuity of bliss is bliss. 
Could you, so rich in rapture, fear an end. 
That ghastly thought would drink up all your joy. 
And quite unparadise the realms of light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above these rolling spheres j 
The baleful influence of whose giddy dance 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions every hour ; 
And rarely for the better; or the iest. 
More mortal than the cammon births of fate. 
Each Moment hasits sickle, emulous. 
Of Time's enormous scythe, whose ample sweep • 
Strikes empires from the root; c^iph moment plays 
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His little weapdti 5fi liie aatt-owfer spb«re 
Of sweet domestic eomf0rt> and duts down 
The fairest bloom of sublunary bliss. 

Bliss ! sublunary bliss 1* — ^proud words, and vaiAt 
Implicit treason to divine decree ! 
A bold invasion of tbe rights of heav'n ! 
I clasp'd the pharttdms, and I found them air* 
O had I weighed it ere liiy fond embrace! 
AVhat darts of agony had miss'd my heart f 

Death! great proprietor of all! 'tis thine 
To tread out eifepire, and to quench the stars. 
The sun himself by thy permission shines ; 
And, one day, thou shalt pluck hitii from his spherCr 
Amid such mighty plunder, why esdiaust 
Thy partial o^xvtT on a mark so mean ? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me ? 
Insatiate aither ! could not one suffice ? 
Thy shaft flew thrice; and thrice my peace was slakij 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fiU'd her horn. 
O Cynthia! why so pale ? Dost thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour ? Grieve to see thy wheel 
Of ceaseless chat^ge outwhirl'd in human life ? 
How wane's my borrotv*^ bliss \ kom fortune\ smile. 
Precarious courtesy 1 not virtue*s sure. 
Self-given, solAr ray of sound delight. 

In ev'ry vary'd posture, place, and hour. 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy ! 
Thought, busy thought I'too busy for my peacel 
Thro' the dark postern of time long laps'd. 
Led softly, by the stiHness of the night. 
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Led, like a mvrderer^ (and si^ch it proves !) 
Stays (wretched rover !) o'er the pleasiog Pasf^ 
In quest of wretchedness perv^r^ely strays ; 
And findts all des^t npw ; aqd meets the ghosts 
Of my departed joys ; a nuni'rpu? train ! 
I rue the riches of my fo«rn^r fate; 
Sweet comfort's hla^ed clusters I lanaentj, 
J tremble at the blessings once so dear^ 
And ev'ry pleai^ure pain^ me to the he^rt« 

Yet why complain ? or why complain for one ? 
Hangs out the sun bis lustre but for me. 
The single man ? ^e angels all beside ? 
I mourn for mijlions : Tis the common lot; 
In this shape^ or in thatp h^s fate ents^il'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman born. 
Not more the,d)44ren, than sure heirs, oipain. 

War, Famine, Pest, Volcano, Storm, ^nd Fire, 
Intestine broils, Qppression^ with her heart 
Wrapt up in triply brass, besiege mankind. 
God's image disinherited of day, 
Hercy plung'd in oiines, forgets a sun was made. 
There^ beings deathless as their haughty lord. 
Are hamnier'd to thp galling oar for life ; 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap despair. 
Some, for hard masters, broken under amis. 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs. 
Beg bitter bread thro' realms their valour sav'd, 
If so the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 
Want, and incurable disease, (fpU pair !) 
On hopeless multitudes remorseless seize 
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At once ; and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning hospitals eject their dead ! 

What numbers groan for sad admission there ! 

What numbers, once m fortune's Jap high-fed. 

Solicit the cold hand of charity ! ' 

To shock us more, solicit it in vain ! 

Ye silken sons of pleasure ! since in pains 

You rue more modish visits, visit ^ere. 

And breathe from your debauch: Give^ and reduce 

Surfeit's dominion o'er you : But so great 

Your impudence, you blush at what is right. 

Happy ! did sorrow seize on such atone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue save ; 
Disease invsldes the chastest temperance ; 
And punishment the guiltless ; and alarm. 
Thro' thickest shades, pursues the fotid of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns. 
And, his guard falling, crushes him to death. 
Not happiness itself makes good her name ; 
Our very wishes give us not x)ur wish. 
How distant oft the thing we doat on most. 
From that for which we doaty felicity ! 
, The smoothest course of nature has its pains ; 
And truest friends, thro' error, wound our rest. 
Without misfortune, what calamities ! ^ 
And what hostilities, without a foe ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the best on earth. 
But endless is the list of human ills. 
And sighs might sooner fail, than cause to sigh. 
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A part how small of the terraqeous globe 
Is tenanted by man ! the rest a zvaste. 
Rocks, desarts, frozen seas, and burning sands: 
Wild haunts of monsters, pdsons, stings, and death. 
Such is earth's melancholy map ! But, far 
More sad ! this earth is a true map of man. 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To zvoe's wide empire 5 where deep troubles toss. 
Loud sorrows howl invenom'd passions bite, 
Rav'nous calamities our vitals seize. 
And threat'ning/ate wide opens to devour. 

What then am I, who sorrow for myseif? 
In age, in infancy, firom others' aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind^ 
That nature's ^r^f, last lesson to mankind 5 
The selfish heart deserves the pain it feels. 
More gen'rous sorrow, while it sinks, exalts ; 
And conscious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought a second channel ; who divide. 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take then O, World ! thy much indebted tear: 
How sad a sight is human happiness. 
To those whose thought can pierce beyond an hour ! 

thou ! whatever thou art, whose heart exults ! 
Wouldst thou I should congratulate thy fate ? 

1 know thou wouldst ; thy pride demands it ftoiti me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs. 

The salutary censure of a friend. 

Thou happy wretch ! by blindness thou art blest j 
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By dotage dandled ^o pNeirpptu^l smiks« ; 

Ejiow, smiler ! at thy pffril art tiiqu p^as'di 
Thy pl^^ure is the promise of tl^ pa|in. 
Misfortun^i like a creditor severe. 
But rises in demand for her delays 
She makes a scourge of past prQspfrity, 
To sting thee more, and double thy 4is|ress. . 
LoREiTzo, fiartune itaakes her court to thee. 
Thy fond heart dances, while the %ren wxgs. 
Dear is thy welfare ; think me not upki)?^ > 
I would not damp, but to secure thy joyfi. 
Think not that/<?ar is aacred to the storm ; 
Stand on thy guard against the smiles o^f ff^tp. 
Is heav'n tremendous in its firowns ? !Nlast i;ure i 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards 5 
A call to duty, not discharge from care ; 
And should alarm us, full as much as woes; 
Awake us to their cause^ and comequence ; 
And ma^e us trembly, weigh 'd with Qur des^tf ; 
Awe nature's tumult, and chastise her joys. 
Lest while we clasp, we kill them ; n^y, invert 
To worse than simple misery, their charms. 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war. 
Like bosom friendships to r^sentmei^t soured. 
With rage envenom'd rise s^gaipst our peace. 
Beware what earth palls happiness; beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on less than an immortal base. 
Fond as he seems, condemns his joys to death. 
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Mine dy'd with tbee, Philakder ! thy last sigh 
pissolv'd the charm ^ the disenchanted earth i 

Lost all her lustre. Wh^re her glittering towers? 
Her golden mountains, where? all d^rken'd down 
To naked waste ; a dreaiy vale of tears : 
The great magiciayri's dead ! Thou poor, pale piece 
Of out-cast earth, in darkness! what a change 
From yesterday ! Thy dfiyljing hope so near, 
(Long-labpur'd prize !) O how ambition flush'd 
Thy gfowing qheek ! Ambition truly great. 
Of virtuous praise. Death's subtle seed within 
(Sly, treach'FQus toiner!) working in the dark, 
Smird at thy we;H<oncerted scheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to rk>t oh thai rose so red, 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey f 
Man's foresight is conditionally wise ; 
Lorenzo ! wisdom into foUy turns 
Oft, the first instant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye ' 

The present moipent terminates our sight ; . 

Clouds, thick as; those on doomsday, drown the nexty 

We penetrate, we prophesy in vain. 

Time is deak out by particles ; and edcb. 

Ere mingled with th? streaming sands of life. 

By fate's inviolable oath is sworn 

Deep silen<;e, ^* Where eternity begins.'* 
By nature's law, what may be, may be notvy 

There's no prerogative in human hours. 

In human he^ts what'bolder thought can rise. 

Than man's pre$umptipH on to-morrow's dawn? 

c 
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Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 

For numbers this is certain ; the reverse 

Is sure to none; and yet on this perhaps^ 

This peradventure^ infamous for lyes. 

As on a rock of adamant, we build 

Our mountain hopes ; spin out eternal schemes. 

As we the fatal sisters could out-spin. 

And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not ev'n Philander had bespoke his shroud. 

Nor had he cause ; a warning was deny*d : 

How many fall as sudden, not as safe ! 

As sudden, tho' for years admonish'd home. 

Of human ills the last extreme beware. 

Beware, Lorenzo ! a slow sudden death. 

How dreadful that deliberate surprize ! 

Be wise to-day ; 'tis madness to defer ; 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 

Thus on, till wisdom is push'd out of life. 
• — Procrastination is the thief of time ; 

Year after year it steals, till all are fled. 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 

The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 

If not so frequent, would not This be strange ? 

That 'tis so frequent. This is stranger still. 
Of man's miraculous mistakes, this bears 
M t/vThe palm, " That all men are about to live," 

For ever on the brink of being born. 

All pay themselves the compliment to think 

They one day shall not drivel : and their pride 

On this reversion takes up ready praise ; 
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At least, their own ; their future selves applauds; 

How excellent that Ufe they ne'er will lead 1 

Time lodged in their own hand's is Folly's vails ; 

That lodg'd in/ate's, to wisdom they consign; 

The thing they can't but purpose, they postpone ; 

Has not m folly y not to scorn a fool; 

And scarce in human wisdom to do more. 

An promise is poor dilatory man. 

And that thro' ev- ry stage : When young, indeed. 

In full content we, sometimes, nobly rest, 

Unanxious for ourselves y and only wish. 

As duteous sons, o\ir fathers were more wise. 

At thirty man suspects himself a fool ; 

Knows it ztforty, and reforms his plan ; 

^ fifty chides his in&mous delay. 

Pushes his prudent purpose to re^t)foe ; 

In all the magnanimity of thought 

Resolves; and re-resolves; then dies the same. 
And why? Because he thinks himself immortal. 

All men think all men mortal^ but Themselves ; 

Themselves, when some alarming shcick of fate 

Strikes thro' their wounded hearts the sudden dread; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air. 
Soon close ; where past the shaft, no trace is found. 
As from the wing no scar the sky retains ; 
The parted viwive no furrow from the keel\ 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
Ev'n with the tender tear which nature sheds 
O'er those we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander? That were strange ! 

c 2 
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my fidl hcfart- But should I gire it yent^ 

The longest nighty tho' longer far, would hi\, . ' ^ 
And the lark Itstcn to my midnight scwig. 

The sprightly lark's shrill matin wakes the mom; 
Grief h shatpest thorn hard pressing on my breast^ 

1 strive, with wakeful me tody, to chcar 

The sullen gloom, sweet Philomel I like Thce^ 
And call the stars to listen: EvVy star 
If deaf to mine, enamoured of thy lay* 
Yet be not vain; there are, who thine excel. 
And charm thro' distant ages: Wrapt in shade> 
Pris ner of darkness ! to the silent hours^ 
How joften I repeat their rage divine. 
To lull my griefs, and steal my heart from woe ! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire* 
Dark, tho' not blind, like thee, Maonides ! 
Or, Milton! thee; ah could I reach your strain 1 
Or HiSy who made Maonides our Own. 
Man too he sung: Immortal man I sing ; 
Oft bursts my song beyond the bounds of Y\ft j 
What, nowy but immortality can please ? 
O had He press'd his theme, pursu'd the track. 
Which opens out of darkness into day ! 
O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 
Soar'd where I sink, and suftg Imw4>rtal man ! 
How had it blest mankind, and rescu'd m^ I 
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When the Cock crew he loept^' — smote by that 
eye. 
Which looks on me, on all: That powV, who bids 
This midnight centinel, with clarion shrill. 
Emblem of that which shall awake the dead. 
Rouse souls from slumber, into thoughts oi Heav'ii. 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is fortitude ? 
And, fortitude abandoned, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he sees the light; 
He that is bom, is listed ; life is war ; 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears it best. 
Deserves it least. — ^On other themes I'll dwell. 
Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee. 
And thinCy on themes may profit ; profit there. 
Where most thy need. Themes, too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Philander's dust. He, thus^ tho' dead. 
May still befriend — What themes? Times wondrous 

Price, 
Deaths Friendship, and VniLAiUDEK^s^final scene. 
^0 could I touch these themes, as might obtain 

c 4 



24 THE COMPLAINT. NIGHT II. 

Thine €ar, nor leave thy heart qtrite ^iseHgag'd, - 
The good deed would delight me ; half impress ' 
On my dark clpud an Irisi and from grief 
Call glory — Dost thou mourn Philander's fate? 
I know thou say'st it : Say thy life the same ? 
He mourns the dead^ who tives as they desire. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of TIME, 
(O glorious ayarice !) thought of death inspires. 
As rumoured robberies endear our gold ? 
O Time ! than gold more sacred ; more a load 
'Than lead to fools ; and io(A&^eputed wisQ*. 
What moment granted man without account ? 
What jfears are squander^d^ wisdom^ debt unpaid ? 
Our wealth in days, all due to^ that discharge. 

Haste, haste, he lies in wait, he 'S at the ddor. 
Insidious Death I should his strong h^nd sutes^ 
No composition sets the pris'ner free. 

Eteimity^ inexorable chain 

Fast binds ; apd vengeance claims the full arrear. 
How late I shuddered on the brink ! how late 

Life call'd for her last refuge in despair ! 

That Time is niine, O Mead ! to thee 1 0W€ > 

Fain would I pay thee with JEfer7i%. 

But ill my genius answers my desire ; 

My sickly song is mortal, past thy cure. 

Accept the -^iWy— that dies not with my stmh 
For what calls th;^ disease, Lorenzo? lao* 

For Esculapian^ but for Moral aid. 

Thou think'st it folly to be wise too socfin* 

Youth is not rich in TimCj it may be poor; 



OK TIM9> DEATH, FRUNDSHIP. 85 

F$xt with it las with money, sparing ; pay 
No moment^ but in purchase of its wordi ; 
And what its worth, ask death4>ed8 ; they ci^ teJJ. 
Part with it as with life, reluctant big; 
With only hope of rtoWef tirtie to 6ome ; 
Time higher ^im'd^ ^till Nearer tfa^ gitett mark 
Of men and ailgels ; virtue more divine^ 
Is this our ^bidy, wisdom, glorj/^gain f 
[Tliese heav'n benigiii in vital union binds) 
And sport we like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal suns inspire ? Ammsemimt reigns 
Man's great demand : To trifle is to Ikvt : 
And is it then a trifle^ too, to die? 

Thou say'st I pfeacb^ Lor£N2&6 J Tis confesi* 
What, if for oiice^ I preach thee ijuite m^k^ f 
Who wants amusement m the flatne embattle? 
Is it not treason, to the soul immofHal^ 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 
Will toys amuse> when med'cines cannot c^e ? 
When Spirits ebb, when life'is enchanting s6eae<; 
Their lustre lo,se^ and lessen in par sight. 
As lands, and xuties with their glittering spires. 
To the poor shatterVl barlj^ by sudden «t^y^ 
Thrown oflF to sea ^ and soon to perish there ? 
Will Toys amuse ? No : Thrones will then be toys, 
And earth and skies seem dust upon the scale. 

Redeem we ^iine? — Its loss we dearly buy. - — 

What pleads Lorenzo for his high-pri2*d sports? 
He pleads time's numerous Manks ; he loudly pleads 
The straw-like trijflts on life's common stream. 
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To man's false optics (feiom his folly false) 

Time^ in advance, beliind him hides his wings^ 

And seems tb citeep, decrepit with his age ; 

Behold him, when past bys ^W then i^seen^ * 

But his broad |)biotts i^wifter th^n the winds ? 

And all miiMcind, in contradictidniKrong, ^ 

RuefuV^hast! cry oQt on hk csare^r. 

Leave to thy iocs diefee Wft)»Si and thete illi; 
To nature jiist^ their Oau»€ and Curt explore. 
Not short heaven's bduhty, boundleiss our expence ^ - 
No niggard, liature; meniitd pt^dig^s. 
We wasie^ nxAust xmt iiiftit $ we brWttw, tick Kvift. • 
Time wasted is e^cistehce, us'd is life. 
And bare existence^ man, to live ord^i^'d^ 
Wrings, and oppresses witti Enormous weights 
Ahd why f smct Tirhje was gWn fdr use> not Wa^te^ 
Injoin'd to fly ; with tempest, tide, and stars. 
To keep hiis spieed, nor^Vfer wait for trtati ; 
Time's use was doomM a pleasure: Waste, a p^ri; 
That man might jfeW his error, if ttnseen: 
And, feeling, fly rto labour for his cure ; 
Not, blufid'ring, split on idleness for ease. 
Life's cares are cmnforts; such by heav*h design^ ; 
He that has none, must niafce them, or be wretched^^l 
Cares are employnientiB ; and without employ 
The soul is on a racfe; the rack of rest^ 
To souls most adverse; action all their joy. 

Here then^ the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds y 
Then time turns tbrtoeht, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wtestle, \^^ Great Nnture^s Plini 
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We thwait the Deity ^ and 'tis decreed^ 

Who thwart his will, shall contradict th^ir ^rnn. 

Hence our untiatitral quarrek with oi^selves > 

Our thoughts at enffiity ; our bosom-broils ; 

We push time from us, and we wish him back ; 

Lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life; 

Life we think long, and short; 2>eaM seek, apdsbun^ 

Body and soul, like peevish man and wife. 

United jar, and yet are loth to part* 
Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here. 

How tasteless ! and how terrible, when gone ! 

Gone ! they ne'er go ; when pastj they haunt us still; 

The spirit walks of ev'ry day deceas'd ; 
And smiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death, nor life delight us. If time past. 
And time possest^ both pain us, what can please ? 
That which the Deity to please ordain'd. 
Time us*d. The man who consecrates his hours 
By vigorous effort, and an honest aim. 
At once he draws the sting of life and death ; 
He walks xmth nature y and her paths are peace. 
Our error's cause and cure are seen: See next 
Time's Nature y Origin^ Importance j Speedy 
And thy great Gain from urging his career.—- 
All-sensual man, because untouch'd, unseen. 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing else 
Is truly man's; 'tis fortune's. — Time's a god. 
Hast thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence ? 
-for, or againsty what wonders he can do ! 
And will: To stand blank neuter he disdains. 
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Not on these terms was Time (heaven's stranger!) sent 
On bis important embassy to man. 
Lorenzo ! no: On tbe long^estin'd bour^ 
From everlasting ages growing ripe. 
That memorable bour of wondrous birth. 
When the Dread Sire, on emanation benf. 
And big with nature, rising in his might, 
Caird forth creation (for then Time was bom). 
By Godhead streaming thro' a thousand worlds; 
Not on those terms ^ from the great days of heaven. 
From old eternity's mysterious orb. 
Was, Time cut oflF, and cast teneath the skies ; 
TheN skies, which watch him in his new abode. 
Measuring his motions by revolving spheres ; 
That horologe machinery divine. 
Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, play; 
Like num'rous. wings around him, as he flies : 
' Or, rather as unequal plumes, they shape 
His ample pinions, swift as darted flame. 
To gain his goal, to reach his antient rest. 
And join anew Eternity his sire 5 
In his immutability to nest. 

When worlds, that count his circles now^ unhing'd, . 
(Fate the loud signal sounding) headlong rush 
To timeless night and chaos, whence they rose. 

Why spur the speedy ? Why with levities 
New wing thy short, short day's too rapid flight ? 
Know'st thou, or what thou dost, or what is done ? 
]^an flies from Time^ and Time from man ; too soon 
In sad divorce this double^ight must end : 
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And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then 

Thy sports ? thy pomps ? — I grant thee, in a state 

Not unambitious ; in the ruffled shroud. 

Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 

Has Death his fopperies? Then well may Life. 

Put on her plume, and in her rainbow shine. 

Ye well-array d! Ye lilies of our land ! 

Ye lilies male ! who neither toil, nor spin, 

(As sister lilies might) if not so wise 

As Solomon^ more sumptuous to the sight ! 

Ye delicate! who nothing can support. 

Yourselves most insupportable ! for whont 

The winter rose must blow, the sun put on. 

A brighter beam in Leo ; silky-soft 

Favonius\^x(t^^t still softer, or be chid y 

And other worlds send odours, sauce, and song. 

And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms ! 

O ye LoRENzos of our age ! who deem 

One moment unamus'd, a misery 

Not made for feeble man ! who call aloud 

For ev*ry bawble driverd o'er by sense ^ 

For rattles, and conceits of ev'ry cast. 

For change of follies, and relays of joy. 

To drag your patient through the tedious length , 

Of a short winter's day — say, sages ! say, 

Wit'^ orac'Jes I say, dreamers of gay dreams ! 

How will you weather an eternal nighty 

Where.3such expedients fail ? 

O treachVous Conscience ! while she seems to sleep 
On rose and myrtle^ luU'd with syren song; 
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While she seems^ no4ding o'er her charge, to drop 

On headlong Appetite the slackened rein. 

And give us up to licence^ unrecalFd,. 

Unmark'd; — ^sce, from behind her secret stand. 

The sly informer minutes ev'ry fault. 

And her dread diary with horror fills. 

Not the gross J,ct alone employs her pen • 

She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, 

A watchful foe ! the formidable spy. 

Listening, o'erhears the whispers of our camp: 

Our dawning purposes of heart explores. 

And steals our embryos of iniquity. 

As all-rapacious usurers conceal 

Their doomsday-book from all-consuming heirs ; 

Thus, with indulgence most severe, she treats 

Us spendthrifts of inestimable Time; 

Unnoted, notes each moment misapply'd ; 

•In leaves more durable than leaves of brass. 

Writes our whole history ; which Death shall read 

In evVy pale delinquent's private ear; 

And Judgment publish ; publish to more worlds 

Than this; and endless ages in groans resound. 

Lorenzo, such that Sleeper in thy breast ! 

Such is her slumber; and her vengeance such 

For slighted counsel ; such thy future peace ! 

And think'st thou still thou canst be wise too soonf 

But why on Time so lavish is my song ? 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school. 
To. teach her sons herself. Each night we die. 
Each morn are born anew: Each day, a life ! 
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Ana shall we'kffl each day ? If rri}?m^ kffls J 
Sure Vice must butcher. O what heaps of sfattn 
Cry out for vengeance on ma ! Time destroyed 
Is Suicide, where more than Blood is spiih. 
Time flies, death urges, knells ca% bear'a iiv^ites. 
Hell threaten^: AH exerts; in effort, all j 
More than creation kibours ! — labours more f . 
And is there in creation, what amidst 
This tmaute universal^ wing'd dispatch. 

And ardent energy, supinely yawns? 

Man sleeps; and Man afene; and Man, whose fate» 
Fate irreversible, intire, extreme, 
landless, hair-hung, breeze shaken, o'er the gnlph 
A moment trembles ; drops ! and Man, for whom 
All else is in alarm! Man, the sole cause 
Of this sunoumding storm ! and yet he sleeps. 
As the storm rock'd to rest.— Throw Years away f 
Throw Empires, and be blameless. Moments seize; 
Heav'n's ©o their wing: A moment we may wish. 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day stand still 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 
This period past, regive the given hour. 
• loREN zo, more than miracles we want ; 
Lorenzo — O for yesterday to come! 

Such is the language of the man awake ; 
His ardour such, for what oppresses thee. 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge ; 
To-day is Yesterday retimi'd; returned 
Full power'd to cancel^ expiate, raise, adorn, 

' D 
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And reinstate u§i on the Rock of peace. 

Let it not share its predecessor's fate j 

Nor, like its elder sisters, die a fooL 

Shall it evaporate in fume? Fly off . 

Fuliginous^ and stain us deeper still ? 

Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'^ ? 

More wretched for the clemencies of heav n ? 

^ Where shall I find Him? Angels ! tell me where. 
You know him : He is near you : Point hirti out: .* 
Shall I see glories beaming from his brow ? 
Or trace his footsteps by the rising flowers? 
Your golden wings, now hovYmg o'er him, shed • 
Protection y now, are waving in applause 
To that blest sqn of foresight I lord of fate ! 
T^at awful independent on To-morrow ! 
• Whose work is done ; who triumphs in the Past-j . 
Whose Yesterdays look backwards with a smile j 
Nor, like the Parthian^ wound him as they fly ; 
That common, but opprobrious lot ! past hours. 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight. 
If folly bounds bur prospect by the grave. 
All feeling of futurity benumbed ; 
All god-like passion for eternals quencht ; 
All relish of realities expir'd ; 
Renounc'd all correspondence with the skies ; 
Oup freedom chain'd ; quite wingless our desire ^ 
In sense dark-prison'd all that ought to soar j 
Prone to the centre ; crawling in the dust ; 
Dismounted ev'ry great and glorious aim i 
Embruted ev'ry. faculty divine; , 
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Heart-bury 'd in the rubbish of the worid. 

The world, that gulph of souls, immortal souls. 

Souls elevate, angelic,, wing'd with fire 

To reach the distant skies, and triumph there 

On thrones, which shall not mourn their masters changed, 

Tho' we from Earth ; Ethereal, that they fell. 

Such veneration due, O man, to man. 

Who venerate themselves, the world despise. 
For what, gay friend ! is this escutcheon^ d world, 
Vhich hangs out DEATH in one eternal night? 
A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the shroud, 
life's little stage is a small eminence. 
Inch-high the grave above 3 that home of man. 
Where dwells the multitude: We gaze around; 
Ve read their monuments ; we sigh ; and while. 
We sigh, we sink; and are what we deplor'd; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot ! 

Is deatbat distance? No: He has been on thee; 
And giv*n sure earnest of his final blow. 
Those hours that lately smil'd, where are they now? 
Pallid to. thought, and ghastly ! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great deep, which nothing disembogues! 
And, dying, they bequeathed thee small renown. 
The rest are on the vidng: How fleet their flight ! 
Already has the fatal train took fire ; 
A moment, and the world's blown up to thee*. 
The siin is darkness, and the star^ are dust. . ^ 

Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours ; 
And ask them, what report they bore to heaven j 
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And how they might have borne more welcome news. 

Their answers form what men Experience cajl ; 

If Wisdom's friend, her best ; if not, worst Foe. 

O reconcile them ! Kind Experience cries, 

" There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs; 

" The more out joy, the m6re we know it vain ; 

** And by success are tutor'd to despair." 

Nor is it onJy thus, but must be so. 

Who knows iibt this, tho' grey, is stlU a child. 

Loose then from earth tbt grasp of fond desire^ 

Weigh anchor, and some happier clime exptore, - 

Art thou so moor'd thou canst not disengage. 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future scenes ? 
Since, by Zj/e's passing breath, blown up from earthy 
Light, as the summer^s dust> we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall agatin ; 
Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soil. 
And sleep, till eatth herself shall be no naorc ; 
Singe then (aft emmets, their small world o'erthrown) 
We, sore-amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl. 
And rise to fate extreme of foul or fair. 
As man's own choice (controuler of the skies !) 
As man's despotic wilU perhaps one hour, 
(O how omnipotent is time ! J decrees ; 
Should not each zvarning give a strong alarm ? 
Warning, far less than that of bosom torn 
From bosom, bleeding o'er the sacred dead \ 
Should not each dial strikQ us as we pass. 
Portentous^ as the written wally which struck. 
O'er nwdnight bowls, the pvoudJssyriau pale. 
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Ere-while high-flusht, with insolence, and wine ? 
Like thaU the dial speaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo I loth to break thy banquet up: 
" O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee j 
<* And, while it lasts, is emptier, than my shade.*' 
Its silent language ^ch : Nor need'st thou call 
Thy Magi, to decypher what it means. 
Know, like the Mediauy fate is in thy walls : 
Dost ask, Hozo ? Whence ? BelskazzarAike, amaz'd ? 
Man's make incloses the «ure seeds of death 5 
Life feeds the murderer : Ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurse devours. 

But, here, Lorenzo, the delusion lies 3 
That solar shadow, as it measures life. 
It life resembles too : Life speeds away 
From point to point, tho' seeming to stand still. 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth : 
Too subtle is the movement to be seen 3 
Yet soon man's hour is up> and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger i Gnomons, time : 
As these are useless when the sun is set : 
So those, but when more glorious Reason shines. 
Reason should judge in all ; in reason's eye. 
That sedentary shadow travels hard. 
But such our gravitation to the wrong. 
So prone our hearts to whisper what we wish, 
Trs later with the wise than he's aware : 
A Wilmington goes slower than the sun : 
And all mankind mistake their time of day ; 
Ev'n age itself. Fresh hopes are hourly sown 

D 3 
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In furrow'd brows. To gentle life's descent 
We shut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 
We take fair days in winter, for the spring ; 
And turn our blessings into bane. Since oft 
Man must compute that age he cannot yi?^/. 
He scarce believes he*s older for his years. 
Thus, at life's latest eve, we keep in store 
One disappointment sure, to crown the rest; 
The disappointment of a promised hour. 

On ThiSy or similar. Philander ! thou 
Whose mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue; 
And strong, to wield all science, worth the name ; 
How often we talk'd down the summer's sun. 
And cool'd our passions by the breezy stream ! 
How often thaw'd and shortened vvinter's eve. 
By conflict kind, that struck out latent truth, 
B^st found, so sought ; to the Recluse more coy ! 
Thoughts disentangle passing o'er the lip ; 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonsense for a song; 
Song, fashionably fi'uitless; such as stains 
The Fancy y and unhallow'd Passmi fires; 
Chiming her saints to Cytherea^s fane. 

Know'st thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains; 
As bees mixt Nectar draw from fragrant flow'rs. 
So men from FRIENDSHIP, Wisdom and Delight ; 
'Twins ty'd by nature, if they part, they die. 
Hast thou no friend to set thy mind abroach ; 
Good Sense vf\\\ stagnate. Thoughts shut up, want air. 
And spoil, like bales unopeu'd to the sun. 
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Had thought been al], sweet speech had been deny 'd; 
Speech, thoughts canal ! speech, thought's criterion too J 
Thought in the mine, may come forth gold or dross; 
When coin'd in words, we know its real worth. 
If sterling, store it for thy future use ; 
Twill buy thee benefit : perhaps, renown. 
Thought, too, delivered, is the more possest; 
Teaching,' we learn 5 and, giving, we retain- 
.The births of intellect 5 when dumb, forgot; 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 
Speech burnishes our mental magazine ; 
Brightens, for ornament ; and whets, for use. 
What numbers, sheath'd in erudition, lie> . 
Plung'd tp the hilts in venerable tombs. 
And rusted in ; who might have borne an edge. 
And play'd a sprightly beam, if born to speech; 
If born, blest heirs of half their mother^s tongue ! 
Tis thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate push 
Of waves conflicting^ breaks the learned sciim. 
And defecates the student's standing pool. 
In Contemplation is his proud resource? 
Tis poor, as proud, hy Converse unsustain'd. 
Rude. thought runs wild in Contemplation'^ field; 
Converse the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due restraint; and emulation's si^nr 
Givfes graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 
Tis converse qualifies for solitude ; 
As exercise for salutary rest. 
B7 that untutor'd. Contemplation raves ; 
And Nature's fool, by Wisdom is undone. 
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Wisdom^ tho' richer thM Ptruviun somts, 
^nd sweeter than the sweet ambrosial hive. 
What is she, but the means of Hof^iness f 
That iiDobtain'd« than foUy mor^ a fool } 
A melancholy fooj, without her bells. 
Friendship, the means of wisdom, richly gives 
The precious end^ which makes our wisdom wi«s« 
Nature, in*zeal for human amity. 
Denies, or dampfi, an ttaiu32a?ttffr;{joy« 
Joy is an import ; joy is an exchange ; 
Joy flies monopolists : It caHs fiwr Two ; 
Rich fruit I heav'n-planted I never pluckt by One. 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
To social man true relish of himself. 
Full on ourselves, descending in a line. 
Pleasure's bright beam is feeble in delight : 
Delight intense, is t^ken by rebound ; 
Reverberated pleasures (fire the breast 
Celestial Happiness, whene'er she stoops 
. To visit earth, one shrine the goddess finds. 
And one alone, to make ber sweet amends 
For absent heav'n-^-^e bosom of a GAtnd ; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally isoft» 
Each other's ptlbw to repose divine. 
Beware the counterfeit : In Passion's flaaie 
Hearts melt, but melt like ice, soon harder fiioze. 
True love strikes root in Beasoni passion's Jbe : 
Virtue alone entenders us fi^r Hfe : 
I wrong her much-^cntendcrs us for ever; 
Of Friendship's £urest fruits, the fruit mott &ir 
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Is Virtue kmdiiog at a rival fire, . 

And, emulousA/y rapid in her race. 

the soft enmity ! endearing strife I 

This carries friendship to hey noon-tide ppint. 

And gives the rivet of eternity. ^ 

From Friendships which outlives my former themes. 
Glorious survivor of old Time and Death ! 
From friendship, thus, that flow'r of heav'nly seed. 
The wise extract eartVs most Hyblean bliss, 
Superior wisdom, crown*d with smiling joy. 

But for whom blossoms this Elysian fiqwer f 
Abroad they find, who cherish it at Home. 
Lorenzo ! pardon what my love extorts. 
An honest love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho* choice rf follies fasten on the Greats 
None clings mom obstinate, than fancy fond 
That sacred friendship is their easy prey ^ 
Caught by jhe wafture of a golden lure. 
Or fascination of a high-born smile. 
Their smiles, the Greats and the Coquet^ throw out-^ 
For Others hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 
And we no less of ours, when such the bait. 
Ye fortune*^ cofferers ! Ye powr's of wealth ! 
Can gold gain friendship? Impudence of hope ! 
As weU mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 
LoR£Nzo ! pride repress ; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in Thee. 
All like the purchase ; few the price will pay j 
And this makes friends suoh miracles below. 



^^ 
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What iCj(since daring on so nice a theme) 
I jshew thee friendship Delicate, as Dear, 
Of tender violations apt to dip ? 
Reverse will wound it ; an4 Distrust, destroy, * * 
Deliberate on all things with thy friend. • 
But since friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 
' Nor ev!ry friend unrotten at the core ; ^ 

. First, on thy friend, deliberate with Thyself 
Pause, ponder, sift ; not Eager in the choice^ 
' Nor Jealous of the chosen ; Fixing, Fix j 

Jiidge before friendship, then confide till de^th. 
. Well, for thy if iend ; but nobler far for Thee j 
How gallant danger for earth's highest prize . 
A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
" Poor is the friendless master of a world :> 
" A world in purchase for a friend is gain.*' 
So sung He. (Angels hear that angel sing ! 

• Angels from' friendship gather half their joy)^ 

/ So sung Philander, as his. friend went r^und 
In the rich ichor, in the gen'rous blood . 

Of Bacchus, purple god* of joyous wit, 
A brow solirte, and ever-laughing eye. 

• He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend^ 

His friend, who warm'd him more, who more inspir'd. 

Friendship's the wine of life j but.friendship new 

(Not such 'was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 

! for thfe bright complexion, cordial warmth. 

And *elevatmg spirit, of a friend. 

For twenty summers ripening by my side ^ • 

Air feculence of falshood long thrown down j 
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AH social virtues rising in his soul ; 

As crystal clear; and smiling as they rise ! . • * 

Here nectar flows ; it sparkles in our sight ; 

Rich to the taste, and genuine from the heart. . 

High-flavour'd bliss for gods ! on earth Jiow rare ! 

On earth how lost ! — ^Philander is no more. 

Think^st thou the theme intoxicates my* song? , ; 
Am I too warm? — ^Toowarm I cannot be. 
I lov'd him much.;, but now I love him niore. ' 
Like birds, whose beauties languish, half-conceard, ., * 
Till, mounted on* the wing, their glossy plumes 
.Expanded shine with azure, green, and .gold ; 
How blessings brighten as they take their flight ! 
His flight Philander took ; his upward flight,. 
If ever soul Ascended. • .Had he dropt, 
(That eagle genius!) O had he let fall. * 
One feather as he flew; I then, had wrote. 
What friends might flatter; prudent foes forbear; 

Rivals scarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. 

Yet what I can, I must : It were profane 

To quench a glory lighted at the skies. 

And cast in shadows his illustrious close. 

Strange ! the theme most affecting, most sublime. 

Momentous most to man, should sleep unsung ! 

And yet it sleeps, by genius unawak'd, 

Painim or Christian ; to the bluvsh of wit. 

Man*s highest tritimph ! man's profoundest fall ! 

The Death-bed of the just ! is yet undrawn 

By mortal hand ; it merits a Divine : * " 

Angels should paint it, angels ever TTiere; 
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There, on a post of honour, and of joy. 
• Dare I presume, then? But Philander bids; 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls — ^ 
Yet am I struck; as struck the soul, beneath 
. Aerial Groves impenetrable gloom 5 
Or, in some mighty Rtnn's solemn shade ; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born Dust, 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter*d kings ; 
Or, at the midnight Altar's hallow'd flame. 

V Is it religion to proceed ; I pause 

And enter, aw^d, the temple of my theme. 

. Is it his death-bed? No: It is his shrine: 
Behold him, there, just rising to a god. 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate. 
Is privileg'd'beyond the common walk 
0( virtuous life, quite in the verge of heav'n. 
Fly, ye profane ? If not, draw near with awe. 
Receive the blessing, and adorfe the chance. 
That threw in this Bethesda your disease; 
If unrestor'd by This, despair your cure. 
For Here, resistless demonstration dwells s 

. A death-bed's a detector of the heart. 
Here tir'd dissimulation drops her masque. 
Thro' life's grimace, that mistress of the ^cene I 
He7^eKe^\i and Apparent, are the Same. 
You see the Man -, you see bis hold on beav'n; 
If sound his yirtue; as Philajjder's, sound. 
Heav'n waits not the last moment; owns her friends 
On this side of death; and points them out to men. 
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A lecture, silent, but of sovereign powV! 
To vice, confusion; and to virtue, peace. 

Whatever farce the boastful hero pbys. 
Virtue alone has majesty in death; 
And greater still, the more the tyrant frowns, - 
Philandeh! he severely frown'd on thee. 
" No warning giv'n! Unceremonious fate I 
" A sudden rush from life's meridian joy ! 
** A wrench from all we lovef from all we are! 
" A restless bed of pain! a phmge opaque 
" Beyond conjecture I feeble Nature's dread ! 
*' Strong Beason's^ shudder at the dark unknown ! 
" A. sun extingoi^ ! a just opening grave \ 
" And Oh! the last, last, what? (can words express? 
" Thought reachl it ?) the last — Silence of a friend P* 
Where are those horrors, that amazement, where. 
This hideous group of ills, which singbf shock. 
Demand from man ? — I thought him man till rum. 

Thro' nature's wreck, thro' vanquisht agonies^ 
(Like the stars struggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ? what more than human peace? 
Where, the frail mortal? the poor abject worm ? 
No, not in death, the Mortal to be found. 
His conduct is a legacy for All. . , 

Richer than Mammon's for his single heir.* 
His comforters he comforts; Great in ruin. 
With unreluctant grandeur, giveSy not yields 
His soul sublime ; and closes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the scene ! 
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►M Dreams^ where thought in fancy*s,maze runs 
mad, 
pleflrww, that heav'n-lighted lamp in man, 

more I wake ; and at the destined hour, 
tetual as lovers to the moment sworn, 
leep my assignation with my woe. 
O \ Lost to virtue, lost to manly thought, 
>st to the noWe sallies of the soul ! 
fho think it solitude, to be Alone. 
>mmunion sweet ! communion large and high ! 
)ur Reasouy Guardian Angely and our God f 
Then nearest These, when Others most remote ; 
Anii All, ere long, shall be remote, biU These, 
^^readful, T'Ae'Wi to meet them all alone, 
Iger ! unacknowledged 1 unapproved ! 
Now woo them : wed them ; bind them to thy breast ; 
To win thy wish, creation has no more. 

Or if we wish laifourthy it is a Friend 

But friends, how mortal! dang'rous the desire. 
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\ 

Take Phoebus to yourselves, ye basking baMs ! 
Inebriate at fair fortune's fountain-head ; \ 

And reeling thro'the wilderness of joy ; 
Where Sense runs savage, broke from Reason's chaiJ 
And sings false peace, till smother'd by the pall. 
My fortune is unlike ; unlike my song ; 
Unlike the deity my song invokes. 
I to Day's soft-ey'd sister pay my court, 
(Endymion's rival!) and her aid implore; 
Now first implor'd in succour to the Muse. 

Thou, who didst lately borrow* Cynthia's form. 
And modestly forego thine Own ! O Thou, 
Who didst thyself, at midnight hours, inspire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia patroness of song? 
As Thou her crescent, she thy character 
Assumes ; still more a goddess by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare dispute 
This revolution in the world inspired? 
Ye train Pierian! to the Lunar sphere. 
In silent hour, address your ardent call 
For aid immortal ; less her brother's right. 
She, with the spheres harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchless strain, 
A strain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 
Transmit it heard, thou silver queen of heav'n ! 
What title, or what name, endears thee most ? 
Cynthia ! Cyllene I Phoebe ! — or dost hear 



At the duke of Norfolk's masquerade. 
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With higher gust, fair P p of the skids ! 

Is that the soft inchantment calls thee down, 

More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 

Come; but from heavenly banquets with thee bring 

The soul of song, and whisper in my ear 

The theft divine ; or in propitious dreams 

(For dreams are Thine) transfuse it thro' the breast 

Of thy first votary But not thy last ; 

If, like thy Namesake^ thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be ; kind on such a theme ; 
A theme so like thee, a quite lunar theme. 
Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A theme that rose all pale, and told my soul, 
Twas Nighty on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which struck a damp, a deadlier damp. 
Than that which smote me from Phi lander's tomb. 
Narcissa follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 
Woes cluster; rare are solitary woes; 
They love a train, they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that started from my lids for Him : 
Seizes the faithless, alienated tear. 
Or shares it, ere it falls. So frequent death. 
Sorrow he more than causes, he confounds ; *" 
For human sighs his rival strokes contend. 
And make distress, distraction. Oh Philander ! 
What was thy fate ? A double fate to me ; 
[ Portent, and pain ! a menace, and a blow ! 
like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace. 
Not les5 a bird of omen, than of prey. 
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It caird Narcissa long before her hour ; | fa 

It call'd her tender soul, by break of bliss, j An 

From the first blossom, from the buds of joy j | ^ 

Those few our noxious fate unblasted leaves i''" 

In this inclement clime of human life. j ^^ 

Sweet harmonist ! and Beautiful as sweet ! 
And Young as beautiful ! and Soft as young ! ^' 

And Gay a$ soft ! and Innocent as gay ! '^ 

And Happy (if aught Happy herej as good ! ™ 

For fortune fond had built her nest on high. ^ 

Like birds quite exquisite of note and plume, 
Transfixt by fate (who loves a lofty mark) ^ * 

How from the summit of the grove she fell, ™ 

And left it unharmonious ! All its charms ^ 

Extinguisht in the wonders of her song ! (^ 

Her song, still vibrates in my ravisht ear, ^ 

Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain * 

(O to forget her !) thrilling thro* my heart ! ® 

Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy ! this group 
Of bright ideas, flowers of paradise. 
As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and present it to the skies ; as All 
We guess of heav'n: And these were all her own. 
And she was mine ; and I was — was ! — most blest- 
Gay title of the deepest misery ! 
As bodies grow more pondVous, robb'd of life ; 
Good lost weighs more in grief, than gain'd, in joy. 
Like blossom 'd trees o'erturn'd by vernal stwrn,. 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in death still lovely, lovelier There ; 
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Far lovelier ! pity swells the tide of love. 
And will not the severe excuse a sigh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is asham'd to weep ; 
Our tears indulged indeed deserve our shame. 
Ye that e'er lost an angel ! pity me. 

Soon as the lustre languisht in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day on human sight ; 
And on her cheek, the residence of spring. 
Pale omen sat ; and scatter'd fears around 
On all that saw (and who would cease to gaze. 
That once had seen ?) with haste, parental haste, 
I flew, I snatch'd her from the rigid north. 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to the sun ; the sun 
(As if the sun could envy) checkt his beam, 
Deny'd his wonted succour; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies; fairest lilies, not so fair ! 

Queen lilies! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial lives ; 
In morn and evening dew, your beauties bathe. 
And drink the sun ; which gives your cheeks to glow. 
And out-blush (mine excepted) ev'ry fair ; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand. 
Which often cropt your odours, incense meet 
To thought so pure ! Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Coeval race with man ! for man you smile ; 
Why not smile at Yam too? You share indeed 
His sudden pass ; but not his constant pain. 

So man is made, nought ministers delight, 
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By what his glowing, passions can engage ; 

And glowing passions, bent on aught below. 

Must, soon or late, with anguish turn the scale ; 

And anguish, after rapture, how severe ! 

Rapture ? Bold man ! who tempts the wrath divine> 

By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taste. 

While hercy presuming on the rights of heav'n. 

For transport dost thou call on ev*ry hour, 

Lorenzo ? At thy friend's expence be wise ; 

Lean not on earth; 'twill pierce thee to the heart ; 

A broken reed, at best; but, oft, ^ spear; 

On its sharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. , 

Turn, hopeless thought! turn from her: — ^Thought 
repeird 
Resenting rallies, and wakes cvVy woe. 
Snatch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, smil'd! 
And when high flavoured thy fresh op'ning joysl 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliss complete ! 
And on a foreign shore; where strangers wept! 
Strangers to Thee ; and, more surprising still. 
Strangers to Kindness, wept: Their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears: strange tears 1 that trickled down 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderness ! 
A tenderness that call'd them more severe ; 
In spite of nature's soft persuasion, steel'd ; 
While nature melted, superstition rav'd ; 
That moum'd the dead ; and this deny'd a grave. 

Their sighs incens'd ; sighs foreign to the will ! 
Their will the tyger suck'd, outrag'd the storm* 
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For Oh ! the curst ungodliness of zeal ! 

While sir^ful flesh relented, spirit nurst 

In blind infallibility^^ embrace. 

The sainted spirit petrify *d the breast ; 

Deny'd the charity of dust, to spread 

O'er dust ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 

What could I do ? What succour ? What resource ? 

With pious sacrilege, a grave I stole ; 

With impious piety, that grave I wrong'd ; 

Short in my duty ; coward in my grief! 

More like her mur<ferer, than friend, I crept, 

With soft-suspended step, and muffled deep 

In midnight darkness, whispered my last sigh. 

I whispered what should echo thro' their realms ; 

Nor writ her name, whose tomb should pierce the 

skies. 
Presumptuous fear ! How durst I dread her foes. 
While nature's loudest dictates I obey'd? 
Pardon necessity, blest shade! Of grief 
And indignation rival bursts I pour'd ; 
Half execration mingled with my prayer ; 
Kindled at man; while I his God ador'd ; 
Sore grudged the savage land her sacred dust 3 
Stampt the curst soil ; and with humanity 

(Deny'd Narcissa) wisht them all a grave. 
Glows my resentment into guilt? What guilt 

Can equal violations of the dead ? 

The dead how sacred ! Sacred is the dust . 

Of this heav'n-lkbour'd form, erect, divine I 
t This heav'n-assum'd mystic robe of earth, 
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He deign'd to wear, who hung the vast expanse 
With azure bright, and cloath'd the sun in gold. 
When ev'ry passion sleeps that can offend ; 
When strikes us ev'ry motive that can melt ; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncontrouVd^ 
That strongest curb on insult and ill-will i 
Theuy spleen to dust ? the dust of innocence ? 
An angel's dust?— This Lwc{/5?r transcends; 
When he contended for the patriarch's bones^ 
Twas not the strife of malice, hut of pride; 
The strife of pontiff pride, not ponfiff gall. 
Far less than This is shocking in a race 
Most wretched, but from streams of mutual love ; 
And uncreated, but for love divine ; 
And, but for love divine, this moment, lost. 
By fate resorb'd, and sunk in endless night. 
Man hard of heart to man ! Of horrid things 
Most horrid ! 'Mid stupendous, highly strange ! 
Yet oft his courtesies are smoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandishes the favours He confers. 
And contumelious his humanity : 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye stars! 
And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the sound ; 
Man is to man the sorest, surest ill. 
A previous blast foretells the rising storm ; 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fell; 
Volcanos bellow ere they disembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour; 
And smoke betrays the wide-consuming fire : 
Ruin from man is most conceai'd when near. 
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And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of fancy? Would it were ! 
Heav'n's Sovereign saves all beings^ but himself^ 
That hideous sight, a naked human heart. 

Fir'd is the muse ? And let the muse be fir'd t 
Who not inflaro'd, when what he speaks, he feels 
And in the nerve most tender, in his friends ? 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes; 
He felt the truths I sing, and I in Him. 
But he, nor I, fefel more: Past ills, Narcissa ! 
Are sunk in Thee, thou recent wound of heart ! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs; 
Pangs numVous, as the nun^'rous ills that swarm'd 
O'er thy distinguished fate^ and, clustering There 
Thick as the locusts on the land of Nile^ 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave* 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) . 
How was each circumstance with aspics arm'd ? 
Ai aspic. Each ! and All, an Hydra woe : 

^^hat strong Herculean virtue could suffice ? 

Oris it virtue to be conquered Here? 
Thb hoary cheek a train of tears bedews ; 

Anc each tear mourns its own distinct distress ; 

And each distress, distinctly mourn'd, demands 

Of gref still more, as heightened by the whole. 

A griif like this proprietors excludes : 

Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 

They nake Mankind the mourner ; carry sighs 

Far as tie fiatal Fame can wing her way ; 

And tun the gayest thought of gayest age, . 

Down thdr right' channel, through the vale of death. 
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The vale of death ! that husht Cimmerian vale. 
Where darkness, brooding o*er unfinisht fates. 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day !) that interdicts all future change f 
That subterranean world, that land of ruin ! 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud h\iman thought! 
TTiere let my thought expatiate, and explore 
Balsamic truths, and healing sentiments. 
Of all most wanted, and most welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo's sake, and for thy own. 
My soul ! " The fruits of dying friends survey ; 
** Expose the vain of life j weigh life and deaths 
** Giv^e death his eulogy ; thy fear subdue ; 
** And labour that first palm of noble minds, 
** A manly scorn of terror from the tomb/' 

This harvest reap from thy Narcissa's grave. 
As poets feign'd from Ajax* streaming blood 
Arose, with grief inscribed, a mournful flow V 5 
Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 
And^r^^, of dying friends; what fruit from these ? 
It brings us more than triple aid -, an aid 
To chase our thoughtlessness j fear, pride, and guilt 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud. 
To damp our brainless ardors ; and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wise. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth 
Our rugged pass to death ; to break those bars 
Of terror and abhorrence, nature throws 
Cross our obstructed way ; and, thus to make 
Welcome, as sqfe, our port from evVy storm • 



Each friend by fate snatch'd from us, is a plUme 
Pluckt from the wing of human vanity. 
Which makes us stoop frcHn our dSrial heights^ 
And, dampt with ornen of pur own decease^ 
On drooping pinions of acdbition lower'd. 
Just skim earth's surface, ere we break it up. 
O'er putrid earth to scratch a little dust. 
And save the world a nuisance. Smitten friends 
Are angels sent on errands full of love; 
For us they languish, and for us they die : 
And shall they languish, shall they die, in vain? 
Ungrateful, shall we grieve their hov'ring shades 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 
Shall we disdain their silent, soft address ; 
Their posthumous advice, and pious pray'r ? 
Senseless, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves. 
Tread imder-foot their agonies and groans; 
Frustrate their anguish, and destroy their deaths ? 
Lorenzo ! no ; the thought of death indulge ; 
Give it its wholesome empire ! let it reign. 
That kind chastiser of thy soul in joy ! 
Its reign will spread thy glorious conquests far. 
And still the tumults of thy ruffled breast: 
Auspicious i£ra! golden days, begin ! 
The thought of death shall, like a god, irfspire. 
And why not think of death ? Is life the theme 
Of ev*ry thought? and wish of ev'ry hour? 
And song of ev'ry joy ? Surprising truth ! 
The beaten spaniel's fondness not SQ strange. 
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To wave the numerous ills that seize on life 
As their own property, their lawful prey ; 
Ere man has measur'd half his weary stage, 
His luxuries have left him no reserve. 
No maiden relishes, unbroacht delights ; 
On cold servM repetitions he subsists. 
And in the tastless present chews the past; 
Disgusted chews, and scarce can swallow down. 
Like lavish ancestors, his earlier years 
Have disinherited his future hours. 
Which starve on arts, and glean their former field. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo ! — shocking thought ! 
So shocking, they who wish, disown it too ; 
Disown from shame, what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor see the light? 
For what live ever here ? — ^With labVing step 
To tread our former footsteps ? Pace the round 
Eternal ? To climb life's worn, heavy wheel. 
Which draws up nothing new? To beat, and beat 
The beaten track ? To bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? To surfeit on the samej, 
And yawn our joys ? Or thank a misery 
For change, tho' sad? To see what we have seen ? 
Hear, till unheard, the same old slabber'd tale ? 
To taste the tasted, and at each return 
Less tasteful ? O'er our palates to decant 
Another vintage ? Strain a flatter year. 
Thro' loaded vessels, and a laxer tone ? 
Crazy machines to grind earth's wasted fruits ! 
Ill-ground, and worse concocted ! Load, not life ! 
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The raftowa/ foul kennels of excess ! 
Still-streaming thorough-fares of dull debauch! 
Trembling each gulp, lest death should snatqh the 
bowl. 

Such of our^w ones is the wish refin'd ! 
So would they have it : Elegant desire ! 
Why not invite the bellowing stalls, and wilds ? 
But such examples might their riot awe. 
Thro' want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 
(Tho* on bright thought they father all their flights) 
To what are they reduc'd ? To love, and hate. 
The same vain world ; to censure, and espouse. 
This painted shrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each moment of each day ; to flatter bad 
Thro* dread of worse ; to cling to this rude rock 
Barren, to them, of good, and sharp with ills. 
And hourly blacken'd with impending storms. 

And infamous for wrecks of human hope 

Scar'd at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs ! such their pangs of joy ! 

TTis time, high time, to shift this dismal scene. 
This hugg'd, this hideous state, what art can cure ? 
One only ; but that one, what all may reach ; 
Virtue — she, wonder-working goddess ! charms 
That rock to bloom ; and tames the painted shrew; - 
And what will more surprise, Lorenzo ! gives 
To life's sick, nauseous iteration, change ; 
And straitens nature's circle to a line. 
Believ'st thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear, 
A patient ear, thou'lt blush to disbelieve. 
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A languid, leaden, iteration reigns. 
And ever must, o-er those, whose joys are joys 
Of sight, smell, taste : The cuckow-seasons $ing 
The same dull note to such as nothing prize. 
But what those seasons, from the teeming earth. 
To doating sense indulge. But nobler minds. 
Which relish fruits unripen'd by the sun. 
Make their days various ; various as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rzys. 
On minds of dove-like innocence possest. 
On lightened minds, that bask in virtue's beams. 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In that, for which they long; for which they live. 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heav'nly hope. 
Each rising morning sees still higher rise ; 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty presents 
To worth maturing, neza strength, lustre, fame ; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 
Rolling beneath their elevated aims. 
Makes their fair prospect fairer ev'ry hour; 
Advancing virtue, in a Line to bliss; 
Virtue, which Christian motives best inspire ! 
And blisSj which Christian schemes alone ensure! 
And shall we then, for virtue*s sake, commence^ 
Apostates ? And turn infidels for joy ? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer trust, 
" He sins against this life, who slights the next.^- 
What is this life ? How few their fav 'rite know ! 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace. 
By passionately loving life, we make 
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Lov'd life unjovely ; hugging her to death. 

We give to Time Eternity*s regard ; 

And, dreaming, take our passage for our port. 

Life has no value as an end, but means ; 

An end deplorable \ a means divine ! 

When 'tis our all, 'tis nothing ; worse than nought ; 

A nest of pains : when held as nothing, much : 

Like some fair hum'rtsts, life is most enjoy 'd. 

When courted least; most worth, when di^esteem'd; 

Then 'tis the seat of comfort, rich in peace ; 

In prospect richer far -, important ! awful ! 

Not to be mentioned, but with shouts of praise ! 

Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy 1 

The mighty b?isis of eternal bliss ! 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted shrew ? 

Where now, Lorenzo ! life's eternal found? 

Have I not made my triple promise good ? 

Vain is the world ; but only to thp vain. 

To what compare we then this varying scene» 

Whose worth ambiguous rises, and declines ? 

Waxes, and wanes? (In all propitious. Night 

Assists me here) compare it to the moon ; 

Dark in herself, and indigent ; but rich 

In borrowed lustre from a higher sphere. 

When gross guilt interposes, laboring earth, 

O'ershadow'd, mourns a deep eclipse of joy j 

Her joys, at brightest, pallid, to that font 

Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that glory distant: Oh Lorenzo! 
A good man^ and an angel ! these between 
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How thin the barrier! What divides their fate? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year; 
Or, if an age, it is a moment still ; 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. 
Then be, what once they were, who now are gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the skies. 
Starts timid nature at the gloomy pass ? 
The soft transition call it ; and be chear'd : 
Such it is often, and why not to Thee ? 
To hope the best, is pious, brave, and wise ; 
And may itself procwr^, what \t presumes. 
. Life is much flatter'd, death is much traduced ; 
Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 
** Strange Competition /** — ^True, Lorenzo ! strange ! 
So, little Life can cast into the scale. 

Life makes the soul dependent on the dust; 
Death gives. her wings to mount above the spheres. 
Thro' chinks, styl'd organs, dim life peeps at light; 
Death bursts th' involving cloud, and all is day ; 
All eye, all ear, the disembody'd power. 
Death has feign'd evils, nature shall not feel ; 
Life ills, substantial, wisdom cannot shun. 
Is not the mighty mind^ that son of htav'n ! 
By tyrant life dethroned, imprisoned, pain'd ? 
By death enlarged, ennobled, deify'd ? 
Death but intombs the body ; life the soul. 

" Is death then guiltless ? How he marks his way 
" With dreadful waste of what deserves to shine ! 
** Art, genius, fortune, elevated power ! 
** With various lustres these light up the world, 
" Which death puts out, and darkens human race." 
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I grant Lorekzo ! this indictment just : 
The sage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 
Death humbles these ; more barb'rous life\ the man. 
Life is the triumph of our mould'ring clay ; 
Deathy of the spirit infinite ! divine ! 
Death has no dread, but what frail life imparts ; 
Nor life true joy, but what kind death improves. 
No bliss has life to boast, till death can give 
Far greater ; lifes a debtor to the grave. 
Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 

Lorenzo ! blush ^i fondness for a life^ 
Which sends celestial souls on errands vile. 
To cater for the sense ; and serve at boards. 
Where ev^ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile justly claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feast ! a soul, a soul immortal. 
In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 
Lorenzo ! blush at terror for a deathy 
Which gives thee to repose in festive bowers. 
Where nectars sparkle, angels minister. 
And more than angels share, and raise, and crown. 
And eternize, the birth, bloom, bursts of bliss. 

What need I more ? O deathy the palm is thine. 
Then welcome, death ! thy dreaded harbingers, 

A^e and disease 'y disease, tho' long my guest ; 

That plucks my nerves, those tender strings of life : 

Which, pluckt a little more, will toll the bell. 

That calls my few friends to my funeral ^ 

Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear. 

While reason and religion, better taught. 
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Congratulate the dead^ and cro\iifti bts^ tomb 
With wreath triumphant, P^aith is victory j 
It binds in disuns the raging iU^ ^f life: 
Lust and ambition^ wrath an4 ^mrie^^ 
Dragged at his ch^riotrwheel, a.pplaud bis power. 
That ills corrosive, q^ares importunate, 
Are not immorrt^l too, O death ! is tWiMr. 
Our day of di&solutipn J-r-tH^rne it right; 
Tis our great pay-day^ 'tis our harvest, ric^ 
And ripe : What tho' the siekle, sometimes keen. 
Just scars us a3 w§ reap the golden grain? 
More than thy balm, O Gikad ! heals the wound. 
BirtKs feeble cry, and 4eath\ deep dismal groan. 
Are slender tributes low-taxt nature pays 
For mighty ^ain; The gain of each, a life ! 
But O ! the last the former so transcends. 
Life dies, compar'di Life lives beyond the grave. 
And feel I, death / no joy from thought of thee ? 
Death, the great counsellor, who man inspires 
With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 
Death, the deliverer, who rescues man ! 
Death, the rewarder, who the rescued crowns ! 
Death, that absolves my birth ; a cyrse without it { 
Rich deaths that realises all my cares. 
Toils, virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ! 
Death, of all pain the period, not of joy ; 
Joy's scouree, and subject, ^tiU subsist unhurt ; 
One, in my soul 5 and one, in her great Sre 1 
Tho* the four wind$ were warring for my dust. 
Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central night, 
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Tho* prison'd there, my dust too I reclaim, 
(To dust when drop proud nature's proudest spheres) 
And live intire. Death is the crown of life : 
Were death denyM , poor man would live in vain ; 
Were death deny'd, to live would not be life ; 
Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would wish to die. 
Death wounds to cure : we fall ; we rise ; we reign ! 
Spring from our fetters; fasten in the skies ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our sight : 
Death gives us more than was in Eden lost. 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When shall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 
When shall I die? — ^When shall I live for ever ? 
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smiles of fortune, and of youth, 
lis; patient of a serious song, 
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id of death ! I sing its sovereign cure, 
jlltart at death? Where is he? Death arriv'd, 
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The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Imagination! % iocA^ and €rtor\ wretdb, 
Man makes a death, which nature nevermade ; 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls ; 
And fe^ls a thousand deaths^ in fearing one. 

But were death irightful, what has age to fear? 
If prudent, age should meet the friendly foe. 
And sheker in his hospitable gloom. 
I scarce can meet a monument, but holds 
My younger ; ev*ry date cries — " Come away.'* 
And what recalls me ? Look the world around. 
And tell me what : The wisest cannot tell. 
Should any bom of woman give his thought 
Full range, on just disliked unbounded field ; 
Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws ; 
Flaws in the best^y the many, iflaw all o'er; 
As leopards^ spotted, or, as EthiopSy dark ; 
Vivacious ill ; good dying immature ; 
(How immature, Narcissa's marble tells ! 
And at his death bequeathing endless pain ; 
His heart, tho' bold^ would sicken at the sight. 
And spend itself in sighs, iox future scenes. 

But grant to life (and just it is to grant 
To lucky life) some perquisites of joy ; • 

A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale. 
Long-rifled life of sweet can yield no more. 
But from our comment on the comedy. 
Pleasing reftections on parts well sustained. 
Or purposed emendations "where we fsiVd^ 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 
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When, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe. 
Toss fortune back her tinsel, and her plume. 
And drop this mask of flesh behind the scene. 

With me, that time is cottie ; my world is dead ; 
A new world rises, and new manners reign : 
Foreign coiTtiedkns, a spruce band ! arrif e. 
To push me from tibe scene, or hiss n^ there. 
What a pert race starts up ! the strangers gaze. 
And I at them 5 my neighbour k unknown ^ 
Nor that the worst : Ah me ! the dire effect 
Of loit'ring h^re, of death defrauded long 5 
Of old so gracious (and let that suffice). 
My very master knows me not.— — 

Shall I dare say, peculiar is the fat« ? 
IVe been so long remember'd^ Fm forgot 
An object ever pressing dims the sight. 
And hides behind its ardor to be seeft* 
When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint. 
They drink it as the nectar of the great ; 
And squeeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow. 
Refusal! <:anst tbou wear a smoother form ? 

Indulge mc, nor conceive I drop my theitoe t 
Who cheapens fife, abates the Fear ifD&aih .♦ 
Twice toW lire period ^ent on stubborn Trvy, 
Court favour, yet untaken^ I besiege ; . 
Ambition's ill-judgM effort to be rich. 
Alas ! ambition makes my Ihtle less ; 
Embittering the possessed: Why wish for more? 
Wishing, of all employments, is the worst 5 
Philosophy's teverse ; and health's decay ! 

f4 
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Were I as plump as stalFd theology. 
Wishing would waste me to this shade again. 
Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea dream. 
Wishing is an expedient to be poor. 
Wishing, that constant A^cftV: of a fool; 
Caught at a court j purg*d off by purer air. 
And simpler diet 3 gifts of rural life ! 

Blest be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at rest, beneath this humble shed. 
The world's a stately bark, on dangVous seas. 
With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril; 
Here, on a single plank, thrown safe ashore, 
I hear the tumult of the distant throng. 
As that of seas remote, or dying storms : 
And meditate on scenes, more silent still; 
Pursue my theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 
Here, like a shepherd gazing from his hut. 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his stafii 
Eager ambition^ fiery chace I see ; 
I see the circling hunt, of noisy men^ 
Burst law's inclpsure, leap the mounds of right. 
Pursuing, and pursu'd, each other's prey; 
As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles; 
Till Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 
What tho' we wade in wealth, or soar in fame ? 
Earth's highest station ends in " Here he lies :'* 
And " diist to dust'' concludes her noblest song. 
If this song lives, posterity shall know 
One, tho' in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
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Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too late ; 
Nor on his subtle death-bed planned his scheme 
For future vacancies in church or state ; 

Some avocation deeming it to die^ 

Unbit by rage canine of dying ridn 

Guilt's blunder! and the loudest laugh of hell, 

O my coevals ! remnants of yourselves ! 
Poor human ruins, tottering o'er the grave ! 
Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees. 
Strike deeper their vile root, and closer cling. 
Still more enamoured of this wretched soil? 
Shall our pale, wither'd hands, be still stretch'd out. 
Trembling, at once, with eagerness and age ? 
With avarice, and convulsions, grasping hard ? 
Grasping at air I for what has earth beside ? 
Man wants but little ; nor that little, long; 
How soon must he resign his very dust. 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ! 
Years unexperienced ri^sh on numerous ills ; 
And soon as man, ex^rt from time, has found 
The key of life, it opc^s -the gates of death. 

When in this vale gf years 1 backward look, 
And miss such numbers, numbers too of such. 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
And stricter on their guard, and fitter far 
To play life's subtle game, I scarce believe 
I still survive : And am I fond of life. 
Who scarce can think it possible, I live ? 
Alive by miracle ! or, what is next, 
Alive by Mead ! if I am still alive. 
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Who long have bury'd vs^h^t gives life to live. 
Firmness of nerve, and energy of thought. 
Life's lee is not more shatt&tVy than impure. 
And vapid J Sense and Season shew the doof. 
Call for my bier, and point me to the dost, 

O thou great arbiter of life and death 1 
Nature's immortal, immaterial «un ! 
Whose all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 
From darkness, teeming darkness, where I lay 
The worms inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The dust I tread on, high to bear my brow. 
To drink the spirit of the golden day. 
And triumph in existence ; and could know 
No motive, but my bliss ; and hast ordam'd 
A rise in blessing ! with the Patriarch's joy. 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown ; 
I trust in thee, end knoW in whom I trust ; 
Or life, or death, is equal 5 neither weighs : 
All weight in this — O let me live to thee ! 

Tho' nature's terrors, thus, may be represt ; 
Still frowns grim Ikatfi ; guilt points the tyrant's spc 
And whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I sfet at nought the swarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew ; 
And smird, unsmitten : Small my cause to smile 1 
Death's admonitions, like sfliafts upward shot. 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 
They strike our hearts, the deeper is their wound ; 
O think how deep, Louie Nzo ! here it stmgs : 
Who can appease its anguish ? How it bums ! 
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MHliat hand the barb'<l, iaTdnofn'd thought <:an drawl 
What healing liand clan peUr the baim of peace ? 
And turn my -sight ttndafunted on the tomb? 

With joy, — witfi gfie^ thirt ktaUng fvAndl see; 
Ah ! too c6&spicuovis ! it is fixVl on high. 
On high ? — What means my phrensy ? I bldS{>h«^e : 
Alas ! how low ! how far beaeath the sfcies ! 
The skies it form'd 5 and now it bleeds for me^-^ 
But bfeeds the balm I want— yet «ill it Ue^Ai s 
Draw the dire steel— adi no 1 the ^eM^l bles^itig^ 
What heart ^x can sustain, or dares forego f 
There han^ all human hope : that i^ii suf^ports 
The falling universe: That gone^ we drop; 
Horror receives us, and the dismal wi^ 
Creation had been Maother'd m her With — 
Darkness his curtain, and his bed the dust ; 
When stats^and sun are dust beneath his throne ; 
In heav'n itself can mch indulgence dwell ? 
O what a groan was there ! A groan not His. 
He seiz'd our dreadful right; the load sustained; 
And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thousand worlds, so bought, were bought too dear ; 
Sensation's new in angels bosoms I'ise ; 
Suspend their song; and fnake a pause, in bliss. 

O for their song ; to reach 'my lofty theme ! 
Inspire me. Night! with all thy tun^fiil ^Spheres: 
Whilst I with seraphs share sei^a^tc themes, 
I And shew to men the dignity of man ; 
I^st I blaspheme my subject wiAi ray son|[. 
Shall pagan pages g^ow celestial flame. 
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# 

And christian languish ? On our heartSs not heads^ 

Falls the foul infemy : My heart ! awake. 

What can awake thee, unawak'd by thisy 

^^ Expended deity on human weal ?" 

Feel the great truths^ which burst the tenfold night 

Of heathen error, with a golden flood 

Of endless day : To feel, is to be fir'd; 

And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 

Thou most indulgent most tremendous powV ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondVous love ! 
That arms, with awe more aweful, thy commands ; 
And foul transgression dips in sev'nfold night ; 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immense ! 
In love immense, inviolably just ! 
Thou, rather than ^j justice should be stain'd, 
Did'st stain the Cross i and work of wonders far 
The greatest, that thy dearest far might bleed. 

Bold thought ! shall I dare speak it, or repress ? 
Should man more execrate^ or boasts the guilt 
Which rous'd such vengeance? which such love 

inflam'd ? 
O'er guilt (how mountainous !) with out-strecht arms, 
^{.txxi justice y and soft-smiling love embrace, 
Supporting, in full majesty, thy throne. 
When seem'd its majesty to need support. 
Or thaty or mariy inevitably lost : 
What, but i^t fathomless of thought divine. 
Could labour such expedient from despair. 
And rescue both f Both rescue ! both exalt ! 
O how are both exalted by the deed ! 
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The wond'rous deed ! or shall I call it more f 

A wonder in Omnipotence itself! 

A mystery no less to gods than men ! 
Not, tkus^ our infidels th* Eternal draw, 

A God all o'er, consummate, absolute, 

Fullorb'd, in his whole round of rays complete : 

They set at odds heav'n's jarring attributes; 

And, with one excellence, another wound ; 

Maim heaven's perfection, break its equal beams. 

Bid mercy triumph over — God himself, 

Undeify'd by their opprobrious praise : 

A God all mercy, is a God unjust. 

Ye brainless wits ! ye baptiz'd infidels ! 
Ye worse for mending ! wash'd to fouler stains ! 
The ransom was paid down; the fund of heav'n, 
Heav'n's inexhaustible, exhausted fund. 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price. 
All price beyond : Tho' curious to compute. 
Archangels fail'd to cast the mighty sum : 
Its value vast, ungraspt by minds create^ 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 
' And was the ransom paid? It was: And paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more?) ior you. 
The sun beheld it — No, the shocking scene 
Drove back his chariot. Mid^iight veil'd his face ; 
Not such as this ; not such as nature makes ; 
A midnight nature shudder'd to behold ; 
A midnight new ! a dread eclipse (without 
Opposing spheres) from her Creator's frown I 
Sun! didst thou fly thy Maker's pain ? Or start 
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At that cwriaoijs. load «f huwa^ guiJt, 
Which bow'd his blq^edi h«wl> o'erwhdm'd hiacpoaa; 
Made groan the (^fdtTQ^ hjxsk eaitVs marble ^omfa^ 
With pangs, s^nwgp pa^iags I deliver'd of her d^ad? 
Hell howl'd^ and hea^'n that himx kt fall a tear; 
Heav'n wept,, that m^n might simlei Heav'iii bled, that 
man 

Might never die \ " ,. i. 

And is devotion virtue ? Tis cmnpell^d: 
What heart of $tone but glovs^s at thoughts like these? 
Such contemplations mount us ; aod should mount 
The mind still higher ; uor ever glance on man, 
Unraptur'd, uninfiam*d. — Where roll my thoughts 
To rest from wonders ? Other wonders rise; 
And strike where'er they roll: my soul i& caught: 
Heav'n's sovereign blessings, clustering from the Crossi, 
Rush on her, in a throng, and close her rounds 
The prisoner of amaze ! — In his blest ^fe, 
I see the pathy and, in his death, the price. 
And in his great asicent, the proof $upTemt 
Of immortality. — ^And did he rise ? 
Hear, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead ! 
He rose ! He rose ! He burst the bars of deatk 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He who left 
His throne of glory, for the pang of death ; 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He who slew 
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The rav'nous foe, that gorged all hutnan race } 
The king of glory. He, whose glory fiird 
Heav'n with amazement at his love to man ; 
And with divine CQmplac?ency beheld 
Pow'rs nfiost illumined, wilder'd in the theme. 

The theme, the joy, how then shall man sustain ? 
Oh the burst gates ! crushed sting ! demolish'd throne ! 
Last gasp ! of vanquished death. Shout earth and 

heaven ! 
This stim of good to man. Whose nature, then. 
Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb ! 
ITien, then, I rose ; then first }mmanify 
Triumphant past the crystal ports of light, 
(Stupendous guest !) and seiz'd eternal youth, 
Seiz'd in our name. E'er since, 'tis blasphemous 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality 
Was, then, transferr'd to death ; and heav'n's duration 
Unalienably seal'd to this frail frame. 
This child of dust — Man, all-immortal ! hail ; 
Hail, heav'n ! all lavish of strange gifts to man ! 
Thine all the glory ; man's the boundless bliss. 

Where am' I rapt by this triumphant theme. 
On christian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian mount ! — Alas ! small cause for joy f 
What if to pain immortal ? If extent 
Of being, to preclude a close of woe ? 
Where, then, my boast of immortality ? 
I boast it still, tho' cover'd o'er with guilt ; 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd ; 
'Tis guilt alone can justify his death i 
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Nor that, unless his death can justify 

Relenting guilt in heav*n*s indulgent sight. 

If, sick of folly, I relent; he writes 

My name in heav'n, with that inverted spear 

(A spear deep-dipt in blood !) which pierc'd his side. 

And open'd there a font for all mankind. 

Who strive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live: 

77/ w, only this^ subdues ih^ fear of death. 

And what is this P — ^Survey the wond'rous cure : 
And at each step, let higher wonder rise ! 
** Pardon for infinite oflfence ! and pardon 
" Thro' means that speak its value infinite ! 
** A pardon bought with blood ! with blood divine ! 
" With blood divine of Him, I made my foe! 
" Persisted to provoke ! tho* ^oo'd and aw'd, 
" Blest and chastis'd, a flagrant rebel still ! 
" A rebel, 'midst the thunders of his throne ! 
" Nor I alone ! a rebel universe ! 
" My species up in arms ! not one exempt ! 
" Yet for the foulest of the foul, he dies, 
" Most joy'd, for the redeemed from deepest guilt! - 
" As if our race were held of highest rank ; 
'* And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man 1" 

Bound, ev'ry heart! and ev'ry bosom, burn I 
O what a scale of miracles is here ! 
Its lowest round, high planted on the skies ; 
Its towVing summit lost beyond the thought 
Of man or angel ! O that I could climb 
The wonderful ascent, with equal praise ! 
Prdise! flow for ever, (if astonishment 
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Will give thee leave) my praise ! for ever flow; 
Praise ardent, cordial, constant, to high heav'n 
More fragrant, than Arabia sacrificed. 
And all her spicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, so due to heav'n, shall praise descend. 
With her soft plume (from plausive angels wing 
First pluck'd by man) to tickle mortal ears. 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great ? 
Is praise the perquisite of evVy paw, 
Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold? 
Oh love of gold ! thou meanest of amours ! 
^2X1 praise her odours waste on Virtue^s dead, 
Embalm the base, perfume the stench of guilt. 
Earn dirty bread by washing Mthiops fair. 
Removing filth, or sinking it from sight, 
A scavenger in scenes, where vacant posts, 
like gibbets yet untenanted, expect 
Their future ornaments? From courts and thrones 
Return apostate praise ! thou vagabond ! 
Thou prostitute ! to thy first love return, 
Thy first, thy greatest, once unrivaled theme. 

There flow redundant ; like Meander flow. 
Back to thy fountain ^ to that Parent PowV, 
Who gives the tongue to sound, the thought to soar. 
The soul to be. Men homage pay to men. 
Thoughtless beneath whose dreadful eye they bow 
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay. 
Of guilt to guilt; and turn their back on thee. 
Great Sire ! whom thrones celestial ceaseless sing : 
To prostrate angels an amazing scene ! 
O the presumption of man*s awe for man ! — 

6 
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Man's Atithor ! Eiid ! Restbfet ! LaW! aird Jtidgel 
Thine, all; dily thme, and Wiine this g^lboHi ofiirghi. 
With all her wealth, With all her radiant wbrlds: 
What, night et^tdal, biit a frown frbiii fhee ? 
What, h^&v'^n'^ ihHeridikn glofy, but thy smite? 
And shall hbt pfdise be thine, not human pi*aijre ? 
While heav'h's high llost on halletujahs^hc} 

O may I breathe no longer, than I fcreathfe 
My soul in praise to Him,i?v^ho gave my soul. 
And ail her ifafiriite of prospect fair. 
Cut thro' the shades of hell, great 'Love ! by thefe 
Oh most Adorable ! most Unador'd ! 
Where shall that praise begin which ne^er sTiouId end^? 
Where'er 1 turn, what claim on all applause! 
How is wz^A^'s sable mantle labbur'd o'er. 
How richly wrdught with attributes divine ! 
What wisdom shiries! What love! This midnijfhtipotn^, 
This gorgeous arcli, Witli golden worlds inlay'd! 
Built with divine ambitioti ! 'nought to thee j 
For others this profusidh : Thou, apart. 
Above! beybrid! ^Oh teirme, itii^hty Mind'! 
Where art thbu? Shall I dive into the tfe<?p> 
Call to Xht'sUfky or a^ the rbaririg wirids^ 
For their Cfeiitbr ? Shall I question loud 
The thundef-, if ih that th* Almighty dwells I 
Or holds Hte furious ^/o/^m^iti str^ighten'd reins. 
And bids fierce tt>A/r/a)/wtf^ wheel his rapid car? 

What 'ttiean these questions ? — ^Trembling 1 retra6^; 
Mypfbstfttte soul stdbres UnQ preshit G6A : 
Praise la distaht deity? 'H« fUrics 
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My voice (if tuo'd); tte nerve, that writes, sustains : 
Wrapped in his being, I resound bfe praise : 
But tho* past all diffused, without a shor^. 
His essence ^ local is his throne (as meet^, 
To gather the disperst (as standards call 
The listed from afar) : to: fix a point, 
A centa'al point, collectivie of his sons* . 
^mct finite ev'ry Mturie but his own. 
The nameless He^ wliose »nod is natureh birth ; 

And naiure's shield, the shadow of bis band j 

Her dissolution, his suspended smile ! 

The great Ftrnt-Last ! pavilion'd high he sits 

In darkness from excessive splendor bora. 

By gods Jihsoen, unless thro* iu«tre lo^t. 

His glgiy., to created gbry, bright. 

As that to .central hoiiors^ he looks dow^i 

On all tliat soars; and .spans immensity. 
Tho' w^^unnum'ber'fl worlds unfolds ito view. 

Boundless creation ! What Brt tfbpu ? A beam, 

A mere effluvium jofJhis majesty : 

And shall an atom of this atom-world 

Mutter in dust and sin, tbe theme of heaven ? 

Down to the centre should I ;send my thought 

Thro' b^ds 0f, glittering ore, and glcwring gems. 

Their beggar'd blaze wants lustre for jny lay ; 

Goes out m datkness : if, on towVing wing, 
I send it thro' the boundless vault of stars ! 
The stars, thoVrich, what dross their gold to 7Aee, 
Great! good! wise! wonderful! eternal King! 
If to those conscious stars thy throne around, 

G 2 
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Praise ever-pouring, and imbibing bliss ; 
And ask their strain ; they w^ni it y more they want. 
Poor their abundance, hunible their sublitpcj^ 
Languid their energy, their ardor cold, 
Indebted still, their highest rapture burns;: 
Short of its mark, defective, tho' divine. 

Still more — ^This theme is man's, and man's akme ; 
Their vast appointments reath it not : They isee 
On earth a bounty not indulged on high ; 
And downward look for heav'n's superior praise ! 
First-bom of Ether ! high in fields of light ! 
View man, to see the glory of your God ! 
Could angels envy, they had envy'd here 3 
And some did envy ; and the rest, tho* gods. 
Yet still gods iinredeem'd (there triumphs man. 
Tempted to weigh the dust against the skies) 
They less would /<?e/, tho' more adorn, my theme. 
They sung Creation (for in that they shard) j 
How rose in melody, that child of'love ! 
Creation's great superior, man ! is thine ; 
Tliine is reiempiion ; they just gave the key : 
'Tis thine to raise, and eternize, the song ; 
Tho' human, yet divine 5 for should not this 
Raise man o'er man, and kindle seraphs here? 
Redemption ! 'twas creation more sublime ; 
Redemption ! 'twas the labour of the skies ; 
Far more than labour— It was death in heav'n. 
A truth so strange I 'twere bold to think it tr^^e 5 
If not far bolder still, to disbelieve. 
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Here pause, and ponder : Was there death in heav'n ? 
What then on earth ? On earth, which struck the blow ^ 
Who struck it ? Who ? — O how is man enlarg'd. 
Seen thro' this medium ! How the pigmy tow'rs ! 
How counterpoised his origin from dust ! 
How counterpois'd, to dust his sad return ! 
How voided his vast distance from the skies ! 
How near he presses on the seraph's wing ! 
Which is the seraph ? Which the born of clay ? 
How this demonstrates, thro' the thickest cloud 
Of guilt, and clay condcnst, the son of heav'n I 
The double sons the made, and the re-made ! 
And shall heav'n's doubly property be lost ? 
Man's double madness only can destroy. 
To man the bleeding cross has promis'd all ; 
The bleeding cross has sworn eternal grace ; 
Who |;ave his life, what grace shall He deny ? 
♦O ye ! who, from this Rock of ages, leap. 
Apostates plunging headlong in the deep ! 
What cordial jpy, what consolation strong. 
Whatever winds arise, or billows roll. 
Our int'rest in the Master of the storm ! 
Cling there, and in wreck'd nature's ruins smiles 
While vile apostates tremble in a calm. 

Man! know thyself. All wisdom centres there ; " 
To none mian seems ignoble, but to man ; 
Angels that grandeur, men o'er-look, admire : 
How long shall human nature be their book, 
Degen'rate nwrtal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The beam dim reason sheds shews wonders There ; . 

G 3 
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What Wgii conttv^ \ Ilkistrixjiii £a€ult£es ! 
fiut the grand comment, which displajrs^at fall 
Our human height, scarce sfever*d from divine^ 
By heav'n composed, waspubliih'd on the Crass, 

Who looks on That, and sees ttot in bhnsfetf 
An awful stranger, a terrestfiayi god? 
A glorious partner with the Deitjr 
In that high attribute, immortal life ? 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds nol for a worm : 
I gaze, and, as I ga^e, my mounting soul 
Catches sttatige fire^ Eternity \ at Thee ; 
And drops the World — or rather, more enjoyi: 
How changed the fece of natiiite ! how la^rOT'd ! 
What seem'd a thaos^ ihines a: gforious world. 
Or, what a world, an E(hn ; heighten'd all I 
It is another Scene ! aiiolbef self! 
And still another, as time rblfe along ; 
And that a selfhx naore illusttious stiB. 
Beyond long ^es, yet roUM iap in shaded 
Unpierc'd by bold conjecturfe's keenest ra)^. 
What evolutions of surprising fate ! 
How nature opens, and receives my soul 
In boundless walks of raptured thought ! whiere gods 
Encounter and embrace me ! What new births 
Of strange adventure, foreign to the sun. 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whatever exists. 
Old time and fair creation^ are forgot ! 

Is t}iis extravagant ? Of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be just: 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings to rwch him : 
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Beyond it? r^f ch, title Gpcjlwfad ojjr^j^, v^f^e. 
He, the great Fatt^^r ! kwUetjl ?t q^ie fliaflfif? 
The WQrli of i;atipn^s; oi^ spipt ppufM 
From spirit's awefu] fpyf^ta^u j ppwr'4 Hiw^lC 
Thro* all their souj^ j, biit not ifieqi^J Sjf^W> 
Profuse, Qi; filftg^J^ of tl>' in^piriflft Qx?4. 
As his wise pl^ de^^r^de^r and w|i^j;i, past; 
Their various triads, iij tl?^|r y^^ip|a^ ?pJ!^)??^s* 
If they continue ^XQt^^], a^ no^ac}^, 
Resorbs them a]l xf^ liiq:^^}f ^aip ; 
His throne theiii; cgi^tr<?> j^d hi? sf»f}^ th^ir crown. 
Why doubt w^^tl^^i}^^^ g^qrims truth tjc? ^f^, 
Tho' yet uniting, a^ 4^W'd, pjerhap?^ 1^9 Ippld ? 
Angels are np^en of a ^;i^§ripr Ipftc^;^ 
Angels ar^ n^ep ia lighjlj?K hjafeit clad. 
High o'er Qjde^ti^l mpijipt^injj wing'4 in flight j 
And men ^e ^ngi^lsy loaded for an hpiir, . 
Who wade tbi3 miry y^l^, ^d Qjiipb with pjain. 
And flipp'ry $tep, thye bpttpna pjf the ?t<eQp- 
Angels their filings, moft^ls h^ve their pr^]§e ; 
While Here, of co;rps ethereal, sUjClji ^nroll'd. 
And sumn^n'd ^P the gimqjfs S^an^qrd sopp, 
Which flame^ eternal cpmson thro' thf ^\^^r 
Nor are our brothers thoughl;le§s pf tljijeir ^in. 
Yet absent J but not absent from tb^ir ^oy^. 
Michael has fpMgbt our b^ttlps j J^af^ael $ung 
Our triumphs; Qapriel on our ^rrajjds flown. 
Sent by tljt^ ^OV'REIGN : and are these, O man ! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ? And Thou (shiame burn 
The cheek to cinder!) riy^l to th$ brute ? 

G 4 
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Eeligion*s All. Descendmg from the skies 
To wretched man, the goddess in her left 
Holds out this world, and, in her right, the next i 
Religion ! the sole voucher man is man; 
Supporter sole of man above himself; 
Ev*n in this night of frailty, change, and deaths 
She gives the soul a soul that acts a god^ 
Religion 1 Providence ! an After-state ! 
Here is firpi footing ; here is solid rock ! 
Tins can support us ; all is sea besides 5 
Sinks under us ; bestorms, and then devours. 
His hand the good man fastens on the skies. 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 
As when a wretch, from thick polluted air. 
Darkness, and stench, and suffocating damps. 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate, discharged. 
Climbs some fair eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him^ and Elysian prospects rise. 
His heart exults, his spirits cast their load ; 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the change ; 
So joys the soul, when from inglorious aims. 
And sordid sweets, from feculence and froth 
Of ties terrestrial, set at large, she mounts 
To Beason*s region, her own element. 
Breathes hopek immortal,^nd affects the skies. 

Religion ! thou the soul of happiness ; 
And, groaning Calvary^ of thee ! There shine 
The noblest truths ; there strongest motives sting ; 
There sacred violence assaults the soul ; 
There, nothing but compulsion is forbom. 
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Can love allure us ? or can terror awe ? 
He weeps ! — the falling drop puts out the sun ; 
He sighs — ^the sigh earth's deep foundation shakes. 
If in his love so terrible, what then 
His wrath infiam'd ? his tenderness on fire ? 
Like soft^ smooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 
Can pray'r, can praise avert it ? — ^Thou, my All ! 
My theme ! my inspiration ! and my crown ! 
My strength in age ! my rise in low estate ! 
My soul's ambition, pleasure, wealth! — my world I 
My light in darkness ! and my life in death ! 
My boast thro' time ! bliss thro' eternity! 
Eternity, too short to speak thy praise ! 
Or fiithom thy profound of love to man ! 
To man of men the meanest, ev'n to me ; 
My sacrifice ! my God !-— what things are these ! 
What then art THOU? by what name shall I call 
Thee? 
Knew I the name devout archangels use. 
Devout archangels should the name enjoy. 
By me unrival'd i thousands' more sublime, 
None half so dear, as that, which, tho' unspoke 
Still glows at heart : O how omnipotence 
Is lost in love ! Thou great PHILANTHROPIST! 
Father of angels I but the friend of man I ♦ 
Like Jacob, fondest of the younger born ! 
Thou, who didst save him, snatch the smoking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood ! 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to distress ! 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude. 
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Too big for birth ! to A^voui^ ^d c;oqn^qu^4 \ 
To chalLefige, 9n4 to distance all rfft^i;];^ L 
Of lav:i3b ]f>y^ stjupen4qi,ts Ifi^i^iiitS; to, ^p5*r. 
And leave praise panting i,^ t^e d^^s^t ^9^ I 
Thy right too gJfegt, defraud& tlv^e of tl^ (f^ ^ 
And sacrilegk^s ai(u: sublji^e^iti spng* 
But sii)G^ thje nalf:^ will, qbta^^i^ tjby ^i^f^ 
Beneath this n^<>nun5i^nt ojf pf^isfr 2f»|(^'4i 
And future life syD;ip);K>niou^ to my sitr^ii;^ 
(That npb^st hynip to t^av'Qr I) fof ey#r H^ 
Intomb'd my /i?ar 0/ 4pa4k ! f^^di ev'ry fe^> * 
The dread of e|v'ry evil, buj^Thy fiiaiffB. 

Whom see I y(H>^^ 90, dgmw^ely fmiie ? 
Laughter a labpi^r, a^ Wgblt ^ej^ th^i* re^t 
Ye quietest, in homage tp the s^i^s I 
Serene ! of 99ft ^d4r^§s ! wbp. mi^4J^ ^^? 
An ui^obtrusive tendier of your heajr^. 
Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed i 
But, for the blessing, wrestle i^i with h^e^'p I 
Think you niy song top turbulent ? tpo w^na B 
Are passions^ then, the pagans of the soyl ? 
Reason alone b^ptiz'd ? alone ordaiii^d 
To touch things sacred ? Oh fo;; warmer ;f till ! 
Guilt chills my ^al, and age benupibs n?y piO>j^rV^ 5 
Oh for an hulnbler he^rt, ^r^d proy,4er song ! 
THOU, my much-i^jur'd th€^i;ie ! >vith that spft eye, 
"Which melted o'er dpom'd Salpm, deign t^o loqk 
Compassion to the coldness pf my bre^ast ; 
And pardon to the ]^inter in my strain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, formalists ! 
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On such a theme^ 'tis impious to be calm ; 
Passion is reason, transport temper, here. 
Shall heav't>, which ga?e us ajrdor^ and has shewn 
Her own for man so strongly, not dssdzun 
What smooth emoilienis in thecdogy. 
Recumbent virtue's downy doctors preach. 
That prose of piety, a lukewarm praise ? 
Rise odours sweet itowa incense umnjlam'd / 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevoat ; 
But when it glows, its. heat is struck to heav'n 5 
To humao hearts her golden harps are strung ; 
High heav'n's orchestra chaunts amen to man* 
Hear I, or dream I hear> theix! distant strain. 
Sweet to the soul, and tasting strong of beav'i^ 
Soft-wafted on celestial pity-^ phime. 
Thro' the vast spaces of the uiuvetse. 
To cheer me in this melanjebirfy g^loom ? 
Oh when will death (now stinglcss) likea &kiHl> 
Admit me of their choir ? O when will deathi 
This mould'ring, old, partition-watt throw dows? 
Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 
Oh death divine ! that giv'st us to the skies \ 
Great future ! glorioles paitron of the paH^ 
And present! when shall I thy shrine adore? 
From nature's coniineiit, immensely wide. 
Immensely blest, this little isle of life. 
This dark, incarcerating colany. 
Divides us. Happy day ! that breaks our chain ; 
That manumits ; that calls from exile home ; 
That leads to nature's gxe^i metropolis j 
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And re-admits us, thro* the guardian hand 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne; ^ 
Who hears our Advocate, and, thro* his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
*Tis this makes Christian triumph a <:ommand : 
Tis this makes joy a duty to the wise ; 
Tis impious in a good man to be sad. n 

See thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all our hope ! ^ 
Touched by the Cross, we live ; or, more than die; 
That touch which touch'd not angels ; more divine 
Than that which touch'd confusion into formi 
And darkness into glory ; partial touch J 
Ineffably pre-eminent regard ! 
Sacred to man, and sovereign thro' the whole. 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From heav'n thro' all duration, and supports 
In one illustrious, and amazing plan. 
Thy welfare nature ! and thy God's renown ; 
That touchy with charm celestial, heals the soul 
Diseas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death. 
Turns earth to keav'n, to heav'nJy thrones transforms 
The ghastly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. 

Dost ask me when ? When he who dy'd returns ; 
Returns, how chang'd ! Where then the man of woe? 
In glory's terrors all the godhead burns ; 
And all his courts, exhausted by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train. 
Leave a stupendous solitude in heav'n ; 
Replenisht soon, replenisht with increase 
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Of pomp, and multitude ; a radiant band 
Of angels new ; of angels from the tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote ? and rise 
Dark doubts between the promise, and event ? 
I send thee not to volumes for thy cure ; 
Read Nature ; Nature is a friend to truth ; 
Nature is Christian ; preaches to mankind; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Hast thou ne'er seen the comet's flaming flight? 
Th' illustrious stranger passing, terror sheds 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
Thro' depths of Ether ; coasts unnumber'd worlds. 
Of more than solar glory ; doubles wide 
Heav'n's mighty cape ; and then revisits earth. 
From the long travel of a thousand years. 
Thus, at the destin'd period, shall return 
HE, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze : 
And, with Him, all our triumph o'er the tomb. 

Nature is dumb on this important point ; 
Or hope precarious in low whisper breathes ; 
Faith speaks aloud, distinct; ev'n adders hear; ' 

But turn, and dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge across the gulph of death. 
To break the shock blind nature cannot shun. 
And lands thought smoothly on the farther shore. 
Death's terror is the mountain /aiVA removes ; 
That mountain barrier between man and peace. 
^Tis faith disarms destruction ; and absolves 
From ev'ry clam'rous charge, the guiltless tomb. 
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Why disbdlicve ? Loren z o 1 — ^^ Meatmi twda^ 
" All-sacred rfeascm."*— Hold 1>er sacred still; 
Nor shalt thou want a rival m thy iflarae : 
All-sacred reason ! source, and soul, of all 
Demanding praiae^ on earth, or earth above ! 
My heart is ^hine : Deep in its inmost folds. 
Live thou with life ; live dearer of the two. 
Wear T the blessed Cross, by fortune stampt 
On passive mture, before thought was born ? 
My birth'5 blind bigot ! fir'd with local zeaJ ! 
No ; reason re-baptized me when adult ; 
Weigh'd true, and false, in her impartial scafe ; 
My heart became the convert of my ihead ; 
And made that choice, which once was but ray fete. 
" On argument alone my faith is buik :" 

jffea^ow pursu'd is/ewVA y and, unpursu'4 
Where proof invites, 'tis reason, then, no more : 
And such our proof. That, or onr faith, is righty 
Or reason lyes, and heav'n designed xiiorong: 
Absolve we This ? What, then, is blasphenrjr? 

Fond as we are, and j ustly fond, o( faith. 
Reason, we grant, demands our first regard ; 
'Die mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 
Reason the root, Mt faith is but the flower ; 
The fading flower shall die ; but reason lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the skies. 
When/a//A is virtue, reason makes it so. 
Wrong not the Christian ; think not reason yours: 
'Tis reason our great Mafler holds so dear.; 
Tis reaso7i's injur'd rights His wrath xescnts ; 
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Tis reasan^s voice obeyed fiis ^biies erown ; 
To give dost reason \rk^ Hfe pdirr'd his bwti : 
Believe, and shew the reason of a man-; 
Believe, and taste <he pleasttre of a Go(J ; 
Believe^ aind fccfc with ^ritt&iph on the lomfe : 
Thro' Vv6«TO»s iR^oumk alone ahy faith ci(n ^ie ; 
Which dying, tfenfold tewor givfeS tod^ath, 
And dips in vintim bis ttvice-imortkl stiftg. 

team hence -what hoHouns, ivhat loud ptakSy due 
To those, who ipash "imr ctntidote taside ; 
Those boasted friends to teasotiy and to many 
Whose fatal lovestAbs evVy joy, and tedves 
Death^s teiror he%htfetiy, gnawing on Ws^iesfl't. 
These poiripous aohs of wa^c?^ idolk'd 
And vilify 'd -at onoe ; of reason 4ead, 
Then derfyM, as wronlarchs were of old ; 
What coadact plants proud laurels on their %ow ? 
While lime of truth thro' all their camp resounds. 
They draw pride's curtain o'er the noon-tide ray. 
Spike up their inch of reason, on the point 
Of philosophic wit, caWd Argument ; 
Alifl' then, exulting in their taper, cry, 
" Behold the sun :" And, I?idianA]key adore. 

'Rtlk they o( morals ? O thou bleeding Love ! 
Thou maker of neiv morals to mankind ! 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 
As wise as Socrates, if such they were, 
(Nor will they 'bate of that sublime renown) 
As wise as Socrates, might justly stand 
The definition of a modem fool. 
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A CHRISTIAN is the highest stile of man : 
And is there, who the blessed Cross wipes off. 
As a foul blot from his dishonoured brow ? 
If angels tremble, 'tis at such a sight: 
The wretch they quit, desponding of their charge. 
More struck with grief or wonder, who can tell ? 

Ye sold to sense 1 ye citizens of earth ! 
(For such alone the Christian banner fly) 
Know ye how wise your choice, how great your gain ^ 
Behold the picture of earth's happiest man : 
" He calls his wish, it comes ; he sends it back^ 
** And says, he calFd another; that arrives, , 
•' Meets the same welcome; yet he still calls on ; 
•^ Till one calls him, who varies not his call, 
" But holds him fast, in chains of darkness bounds 
•* Till nature dies, and judgment sets him free ;> 
** A freedom far less welcopie than his chain." 

But grant man happy ; grant him happy long 5 . 
Add to life's highest prize her latest hour; 
That hour, so late, is nimble in approach. 
That, like a post, comes on in full career : 
How swift the shuttle flies, that weaves thy shroud ! 
Where is the fable of thy former years ? 
Thrown down the gulph of tinie ; as far from Thee 
As they had ne'er been thine ; the day in hand. 
Like a bird struggling to get loose, is going ; 
Scarce now possess'd, so suddenly 'tis gone ; 
And each swift moment fled, is death advanc'd 
By strides as swift : Eternity is All ; 
And whose Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 
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Bathing for ever in the font of bliss ! 

For ever basking in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo ! who ? — ^Thy conscience shall reply, 
O give it leave to speak ; 'twill speak ere long^ 

Thy leave unaskt : Lorenzo ! hear it now, 

While useful its advice, its accent mild. 

By the great edict, the divine decree,. 

Truth is deposited with man's laji hour s 

An honest hour, and faithful to her trust ; 

Truth, eldest daughter of the Deity ; 

Truth, of his council, when he made the worlds ; 

Nor less, when he shall judge the worlds he made j 

Tho* silent long, and sleeping ne'er so* sounds 
Smother'd with errors, and oppressed with toys. 
That heav'n-commission'd hour no sooner calls. 
But from her cavern in the soul's abyss. 
Like him they fable under JStna whelm'd. 
The goddess bursts in thunder, and in flame; 
Loudly convinces, and severely pains. 
Dark (Lemons I discharge, and ^rfra-stings ; 
The keen vibration of bright truth — is Hell : 
Just definition ! tho' by schools untaught. 
Ye deaf to truth ! peruse this Parson'd page. 
And trust, for once, a prophet, and a priest; 
" Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die." 
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THE 



RELAPSE. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

THE EARL OF LITCHFIELD. 



J^ORENZO ! to recriminate is just. 
Fondness for fame is avarice of air. 
I grant the man is vain who writes for praise. 
Praise no man e'er deserved, who sought no more. 

As just thy second charge. I grant the muse 
flas often blusht at her degenerate sons. 
Retained by sense to plead her £Ithy cause y > 
To raise the low, to magnify th»mean. 
And subtilize the gross into refin'd : 
As if to magic numbers* powerful charm 
Twas given, to make a civet of their song 
Obscene, and sweeten ordure to perfume. 
Wity a true pagan, deifies the brute. 
And lifts our swine-enjoyments from the mire. 

The fact notorious, nor obscure the cause. 
We wear the chains of pleasure, znd of pride. 
These share the man ; and these distract him too 3 
Draw difF'rent ways, and clash in their commands. 
Pride f like an eagle, builds among the stars; 

h2 
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But pleasure J lark-like, nests upon the ground. 
Joys shar'd by brute-creation, />nrfe resents; 
Pleasure embraces : Man would both enjoy. 
And both at once: A point so hard how gain ! 
But, what can't wit, when stung by strong desire ? 

Wit dares attempt this j^rduous enterprize. 
Since joys of sense can't rise to reason's taste ; 
In subtle sophistry^ laborious forge. 
Wit hammers out a reason new^ that stoops 
To sordid scenes, and meets them with applause. 
Wit calls the graces the chaste zone to loose ; 
Nor less than a plump god to fill the bowl : 
A thousand phantOQQs, ^nd a thousand spells^ 
A thoysaod opiatesi scatters^ to delude. 
To fa.§cinate, inebriate, lay asleep. 
And tH^ fool'd mind defightfully confound. 
Thus that whi9h shock'd the judgment, shocks no more; 
That which g^ve pride oflfence, no more oflfends. 
Pleasure and pfide, by nature mortal foes. 
At war eternal, which jn man shall reign. 
By zvit's address, patch up a fatal peace. 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank, x^Bn*i to delicate and gay. 
Art, cursed art ! wipes off th* indebted blush 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'iy shame. . ^ 
Man smiles in min, glories inhis guilt. 
And in^my stands candidate for praise. 

AH wrii^ by man in favour of the soul. 
These seiisual ethics hx, in buUc, transcend;. 
The flow'rs ofeloqueiice, profusely pour'd 
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0*er spotted vice, fill half the lettered world. 
Can powVs of genius exqrcise their page. 
And consecrate enormities with song ? 

But let not these inexpiable strains 
Condemn the muse that knows her dignity ^ 
Nor meanly stops at time^ but holds the world 
As 'tis, in nature's ample field, a point, 
A point in her esteem ; from whence to start. 
And run the round of universal space. 
To visit Being universal there. 
And Being's Source, that utmost flight of mind ! 
Yet, spite of this so vast circumference, 
WeU knows, but what is morale nought is great : 
Sing syrens only? Do not angels sing ? 
There is in poesy a decent pride. 
Which well becomes her when she speaks to prose^ 
Her younger sister; haply, not more wise. 

Think'st thou, Lorenzo ! to find pastimes here ? 
No guilty passion blown into a flame. 
No foible flatter'd, dignity disgrac'd. 
No fairy field of fiction, all on flow'r. 
No rainbow colours, here^ or silken tale: 
But solemn counsels /images of awe. 
Truths, which eternity lets faH on man 
With double weight, thro' these revolving spheres. 
This death-deep silence, and incumbent shade : 
Thoughts, such as shall revisit your last hour; 
Visit uncaird, and live when life expires ; 
And thy dark pencil, midnigfU ! darker still 
In melancholy dipt, embrowiis the whole. 

h3 
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Yet this, ev*n thisy my laughter-loving friends 1 
Lorenzo ! and thy brothers of the smile! 
If, what imports you most, can most engage. 
Shall steal your ear, and chain you to my song. 
Or if you fail me, know, the wise shall taste 
The truths I sing^ the truths I sing shallfeel ; 
And, feeling, give assent 5 and their assent 
Is ample recompense ^ is more than praise. 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield^ ! nor mistake y 
Think not un-introduc'd I force tny way j 
Narciss A, not unknown, not unally'd. 
By virtue, or by blood, illustrious youth ! 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bowVs, 
"Where all the language harmony, descends 
Uncaird, and asks admittance for the muse : 
A muse that will not pain thee with thy praise j 
Thy praise she drops, by nobler still inspir'd. 

O Thou ! Blest Spirit ! whether the supreme^ 
iGreat antemundane Father ! in whose breast 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt. 
And all its various revolutions roU'd 
Present, tho* future ; prior to themselves ; 
Whose breath can blow it into nought again j 
Or^ from his throne some delegated powV, 
Who, studious of our peace, dpst turn the thought 
From vain and vile, to solid and sublime ! 
Unseen thou iead'st me to delicious draughts 
Of inspiration, fro^f^a purer stream. 
And fuller of the god, than that which burst 
From fam'd Castalia : Noi* is yet allay 'd 
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My sacred thirst; tho* long my soul has rang'd 
Thro* pleasing paths of morale and divine. 
By Thee sustained, and lighted by the STARS. 

By them best lighted are the paths of thoughts 
Nights are their days, their most illumin'd hours. 
By day, the soul, overborne by life's career, 
StunnM by the din, and giddy with the glare. 
Reels far from reason, jostled by the throng. 
By day the soul is passive, all her thoughts 
Imposed, precarious, broken ere mature. 
By night, from objects free, from passion cool. 
Thoughts uncontroul'd, and unimpressed, the births 
Of pure election, arbitrary range. 
Not to the limits of o?ie world confin'd ; 
But from ethereal travels light on earth, 
As voyagers drop anchor, for repose. 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of featlier'd fopperies, the sun adore : 
Darkness has more divinity for me 3 
It strikes thought inward ; it drives back the soul 
To settle qn Herself, our point supreme ! 
TTiere lies our theatre ! there sits our judge. 
Darkness the curtain drops o'er life's dull scene -, 
Tis the kind hand of Providence strecht out 
Twixt man and vanity 5 'tis reason^s reign. 
And virtue's too -, these tutelary shades 
Are man's asylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man's /nenrf, and guardian too; 
It no less rescues virtue, than inspires. 

. H 4 
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> Virtue^ forever fiail, as fair^ below^ 
Her tender natiirie suffers ia the crowd. 
Nor touches on the woriid, without a stain: 
The world's infectious ; few bring back at eve. 
Immaculate^ the manners of the mom. 
Something we thought, is blotted ; we resolved. 
Is shaken ; we renounc'dy returns again. 
Each salutation may slide in a sin 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it strange : Light , motion, concourse, noise. 
All, scatter us abroad ^ thought outward-bound. 
Neglectful of our home affairs, flies off* 
In fume and dissipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breast unguarded to the foe. 

Present example gets within our guard. 
And actSv with double force, by few jrepeird. 
Ambition fires ambition ; love qf gain 
Strikes, like a pestilence, from breast to breast ; 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe ; 
And i«Att77wi»% is caught from man. 
From smiling man. A slight, a single glance. 
And shot at random, often has brought home 
A sudden fever, to the throbbing heart. 
Of envy, rancour, or impure desire. 
We see, we hear, with peril -, safely dwells 
Remote from multitude ; the world's a school 
Oi wrong, and what proficients swarm around ! 
We must, or imitate, or disapprove ; 
Must list as their accomplices, or foes ; 
That stains our innocenpejj ^A7V wounds our peace. 
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From nature's birth^ hence^ wisdom has been smit 
With sweet recess^ and languisht for the shade. 

This sacred shade, and solitude, what is it ? 
TTis the felt presence of the Deity, 
Few are the feults we flatter when alone. 
Vice sinks in her allurements, is ungilt. 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 
By night an Atheist half-believes a God. 

Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend ; 
The conscious moon, thro' evVy distant age. 
Has held a lamp to wisdam^ and let fall 
On contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 
The fam'd AtheniaUy he who woo'd from heav'n 
Philosophy the fair, to dwell with men. 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride^ 
While o'er his head, as fearful to molest 
His lab'ring mind, the stars in silence slide. 
And seem all gazing on their future guest. 
See him soliciting his ardent suit 
h private audience : All the live-long night. 
Rigid in thought, and motionless, he stands ; 
Nor quits his theme, or posture, till the sun 
(Rude drunkard rising rosy from the main !) 
Disturbs his nobler intellectual beam. 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. 
Hail, precious moments ! stol'n from the black wa^tc 
Of raurder'd time ! Auspicious midnight ! hail ! 
The world excluded, ev'ry passion hush'd. 
And open'd a calm intercourse with heav'n. 
Here the soul sits in council ; ponders past^ 
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Predestines ////wre action ; sees, not feels. 
Tumultuous life, and reasons with the storm ; 
All her lyes answers, and thinks down her charms. 

What aweful joy ! What mental liberty ! 
I am not pent in darkness ; rather say 
(If not too bold) in darkness Fm embower'd. 
Delightful gloom ! the clustering thoughts around 
Spontaneous rise, and blossom in the shade ; 
But droop by day, and sicken in the sun. 
Thought borrows light elsewhere ; from that first fire 
Fountain of animation ! whence descends 
Urania, my celestial guest ! who deigns 
Nightly to visit me, so mean ; and now 
Conscious how needful discipline to man. 
From pleasing dalliance with the charms of night 
My wand'ring thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart ! Narcissa's tomb ! 
Or is it feeble nature calls me back, 
And breaks my spirit into grief again ? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 
A cold, slow puddle, creeping thro' my veins? 
Or is it thus with all men ? — ^Thiis with all. 
What are we ? How unequal ! Now ^ye soar. 
And now we sink ; to be the same, transcends 
Our present prowess. Dearly pays the soul 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her clay. 
Reasoiiy a baflBed counsellor ! but adds 
The blush of weakness to the bane of woe. 
The noblest spirit fighting her hard fate. 
In this damp, dusky region, charg'd with storms. 
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But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 
Or, flying ; short her flight, and sure her fall. 
Our utmost strength, when down, to rise again i 
And not to i/ieldy tho' beateuy all our praise. 

*Tis vain to seek in men for naore than man. 
Tho' proud in promise, big in previous thought^ 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late. 
Emerging from the shadows of the grave. 
Where ^n<?/"detain'd me prisoner mounting high^ 
Threw wide the gates of everlasting day, 
And caird mankind to glory, shook off pahi. 
Mortality shook oflF, in Ether pure> 
And struck the stars; now feel my spirits fail ; 
They drop me from the zenith ; down I rush. 
Like him who fable fledg'd with waxen wings. 
In sorrow drown'd — but not in sorrow lost. 
How wretch'd is the man who never mourn'd ! 
I dive for precious pearl in sorrow's stream : 
Not so the thoughtlfess man that onb/ grieves; 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain 
(Inestimable gain !) ; and gives heav'n leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wise. 

If wisdom is our lesson (and what else 
Ennobles man ? What else have angels learnt ?) 
Grief! more proficients in thy school are made. 
Than genius, or proud learning, e'er cou'd boast. 
Voracious learning, often over-fed. 
Digests not into sense her motley meal. 
This book-case, which dark booty almost burst, 
T^is forager on others' wisdom, leaves 
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Her native farm, her reason^ quite unliird. 
With mixt manure she surfeits the rank soil, 
Dung'd, but not drest ; and rich to beggary. 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 
Her servant^ wealth, incumbered zvisdom mourns. 

And what says genius ? " Let the dull be tvise.** 
Genius J too hard for right, can prove it wrong ; 
And loves to boast, where blush men less inspired. 
It pleads exemption from the laws oi sense; 
Considers 7'eason as a leveller ; 
And scorns to share a blessing with the croud. 
That wise it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To glory y and to pleasure gives the rest. 
Crassus but sleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wisdom less shudders at a fool, than wit. 

But zvisdom smiles, when humbled mortals weep. 
When sorrow wounds the br'east, as ploughs the glebe. 
And hearts obdurate feel her soft'ning shower ; 
Her seed celestial, then, glad wisdom sows 5 
Her golden harvest triumphs in the soil. 
If so, Narcissa ! welcome my Relapse i 
I'll raise a tax on my calamity. 
And reap each compensation from my pain. 
I'll range the plenteous intellectual field ; 
And gather ev'ry thought of sov'reign power 
To chase the moral maladies of man y 
Thoughts, which may bear transplanting to the skies, 
Tho' natives of this coarse penurious soil ; 
Nor wholly wither there, where seraphs sing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not annuU'd, in heav'n. 
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Reason, the sun th^t gives th^m birth, the same 
In either clime, tho' more illustrious there. 
These choicely wU'^, and elegantly rang-d. 
Shall form a garland for Narcissa's tomb; 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 

Say on what themes shall puzzled choice descend f 
" Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 
" Why men decline it ; suicide's foul birth ; 
" The various kind of griefs the faults of age s 
** And death's dread character — invite my song/* 

And, first th' importance of our end surveyed. 
Friends counsel quid^ dismission of our grief: 
Mistaken kindness ! our hearta heal too soon. 
Are they more kind than he, who struck the blow ? 
Who bid it do his errand ia our hearts. 
And banish peace, tiU nohler guests arrive^ 
And bring it back, a true, and endless peace ? 
Calamities ^xt friends : As glaring (iqy 
Of these uiyiumber'd lustres robs our sights , 
Prosperity puts out unnumbered thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, to man. 

The man ho\y blest, who, sick of gaudy scenes 
(Scenes apt to thrust between Us and Ourselves !} 
Is led by choice to take his favVite walk. 
Beneath death's gloomy, silent, cypress shades, 
Unpierc'd by vanity's fantastic ray ; 
To read his monuments, to weigh lus dust. 
Visit h^. vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
Lorenzo ! read with me Narcissa's stone ; 
(Narcissa was thy fev'rite) let us read 



I JO THE COMPLAINT NIGHT V, 

Her moral stone 3 few doctors preach so well ; 
Few orators so tenderly can touch 
The feeling heart. What pathos in the date ! 
Apt words can strike : iand yet in them we see 
Faint images of what we, her€y enjoy. 
What cause have we to build on length of life ? 
Temptations seize, vfhQnfear is laid asleep 3 •' 

And ill forboded is our strongest guard. 
^ See from her tomb, as from an humble shrine. 
Truths radiant goddess ! sallies on my soul. 
And puts delusion^s dusky train to flight; 
Dispels the mists pur sultry passions raise j 
From objects low, terrestrial, and obscene ; 
And shews the real estimate of things ; 
Which no man, unafflicted, ever saw 5 
Pulls off the veil from virtue's rising charms 5 
Detects temptation in a thousand lyes. 
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves. 
And all they bleed for, as the summer^s dust, 
Driv'n by the whirlwind : Lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers. 
See things invisible, feel things remote. 
Am present with futurities; think nought 
To man so foreign, as the joy s possest s 
Nought so much his, as those beyond the grave. 

No/(?% keeps its colour in her sight ; 
Pale worldly wisdom loses all her charms ; 
In pompous promise, from her schemes profound^ 
If future fate she plans, *tis all in leaves. 
Like Sibyly unsubstantial, fleeting bliss ! 
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At the first blast it vanishes in air. 

Not so, celestial : Would'st thou know, Lorenzo 1 

How differ worldly wisdom^, and divine? 

Just as the waning, and the waxing moon. 

More empty worldly wisdom ev'ry day ; 

And ev*ry day more fair he^ rival shines. 

When later, there's Jess time to play the fool. 

Soon our whole term for wisdom is expired 

(Thou know'st she calls no council in the grave) : 

And everlasting fool is writ in fire. 

Or real wisdom wafts us to the skies. 

As worldly schemes resemble SibyVs leaves. 
The good man^s days to Sibyl's books compare, 
(In antient story read, thou know'st the tale) 

In price still rising, as in number less. 

Inestimable quite his final hour. 

For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones ; 

Insolvent worlds the purchase cannot pay. 

"O let me die his death !'* all nature cries. 

*'Then live his life." — -AH nature faulters there. 

Our great physician daily to consult. 

To commune with the grave our only cure. 
What grave prescribes the best ?— A friend's 5 and yet. 

From a friend's grave,. how soon we disengage I 

Ev'n to the dearest, as his marble, cold.* 

Why are friends ravishtfrom us ? Tis to bind. 

By soft affection's tyes, on human hearts. 

The thought of death, which reason too supine. 

Or misemploy'd, so rarely fastens there. 

Nor reason, nor affection, no, nor both 
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Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
Behold, th' inexorable hour at hand ! 
Behold, th' inexorable hour forgot } 
And to forget it, the chief aim of Ufe, 
Tho* well to ponder it, is life's chief CThd. 

Is death, that everthrcat'ning, ne'er r«note. 
That all-important, and that only sure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpected guest? 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudest calk 
Of blind imprudence^ unexpected still? 
Tho' numerous messengers are sent before. 
To warn his great aniYal. What the cause. 
The w.ond'ro.us Qdmty of this mysterious ill ? 
All heav'u looks down astonished at the sight. 

Is it that life has sown h^xjwf^ so thick. 
We can't thrust in a single care between ? 
Is it, that iMe has such a swaf m of caresy 
The thought of doath can't enter for the throngs ^ 
Is It, that tirme steak on with downy feet. 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 
To-day is so like ye^erday^ it cheats ; 
We take the lying sister for the same, 
X^ife glides away, Lorbnzo! like a brook \ 
For ever changmg, unperceiv'd the change. 
In the same brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the siamg life none evet twice awoke. 
We call the lyrofftk the same ; the same we think 
Our life^ tho' still naore rapid in its flow; 
Nor mark the mvfihy irrevocably laps'd. 
And mingled wijtla the sea. Or shall we say 
(Retaining still the brook to bear us on) 
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That life is like a vessel on the stream ? 

In life embark'd, we smoothly downtfie tide 

Of time descend, but not on time intent ; 

Amus*d, unconscious of the gliding wave 5 

Till on a sudden we perceive a shock ; 

We start, awake, look out ; what see we there ? 

Our brittle bark is burst on CAar^wi's shote. 
Is this the c?L\xst death flies all human thought ? 

Or is It judgment y by the wiU struck blind. 

That domineering mistress of the soul ! 

Like him so strong, by Delilah the fair ? 
Or is It fear turns startled reason back. 
From looking down a precipice so steep ? 
Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wisely placed. 
By nature,, conscious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 
A flaming sword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw'd, in life's most smiling hour. 
The good mqn would repine ; would siiffer joys. 
And bum impatient for his promised skies. 
The bady on each punctilious pique of pride. 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein ; 
Bound o'er the barrier, rush into the dark. 
And mar the schemes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ? — Furies ! rise -, 
And drown in your less execrable yell, 
Britannia's shame. There took her gloomy flight, 
On^wing impetuous, a black sullen soul. 
Blasted from hell, with horrid lust of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
Socaird, so thought— And then he fled the field. 



\ 
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Less base the fear of death, than fear of life. 
O Britain^ infamous for Suicide ! 
An island in thy manners ! far disjoined 
From the whole world oi rationaU htsxAt ! 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head^ 
Wash the dire stain, nor shock the continent* 

But thou be shock'd, while I detect the cause 
Of self-assault, expose the monster^s birth. 
And bid abhorrence hiss it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the distant sun ; 
The sun is innocent, thy clime absolved : 
Immoral climes kind nature never made. 
The cause I sing, in Eden might prevail. 
And proves. It is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The soul of man (let man in homage bow. 
Who names his soulj, a native of the skies ! 
High-born, and free, her freedom should maintain. 
Unsold, unmortgaged for earth's little bribes. 
Th' illustrious stranger, in this foreign land. 
Like strangers, jealous of her dignity. 
Studious of home, and ardent to return. 
Of earth suspicious, earth's enchanted cup 
With cool reserve light touching, should indulge. 
On immortality, her godlike taste i 
Theret^ke large draughts -, make her chief banquet there. 

But some reject this sustenance divine ; 
To beggarly vile appetites descend ; . 
Ask alms of earth, for guests that came from heav'n I 
Sink into flaves ; and sell, for present hire. 
Their rich reversion^ and (what shares it& fate 
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Tt^ native/r^erfom, to the prince who sways 

' "ler world. And when his payments fail, 
lis fdul basket gorges them no more, 
[ paird palates loath the basket full i 
itly, with wild demoniac, rage, 
ing all the chains of Providence, 
Isting their confinement ; tho' fast barr'd 
^divine and human j guarded strong 
rof's doubled to defend the pass, 
cest, nature, or dire guilt can raise ; 
ted round with fathomless destruction, 
|ceive, and whelm them in their fall. 
iritons ! is the cause, to you unknown, 
o*erlook'd 3 o'erlook*d by magistrates, 
linals themselves* I grant the deed 
\ ; but the madness of the heart. 
: is that ? Our utmost bound of guilt. 

unreflecting life, is big 
jstrous births, and Suicide, to crown 
infernal brood. The bold to break 
iw supreme, and desperately rush 
red nature's murder, on theif own, 
tey never think of death, they die. 
iy man's duty, glory, gain, 
|to shun, and meditate his end. 
the bed of languishment we sit, 
i\l ^JPJH^ of wisdom ! if our choice, not fate) 
* (Sfver our dying friends, in anguish hang, 
Wipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking head, 
Number their moments, and, in ev'ry clock, 
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Start at the voice of an Eternity ; 

See the dim lamp of life just feebly lift 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze. 

Then sink again, and quiver into death. 

That niost pathetic herald of our own ; 

How read we such sad scenes ? As sent to man 

In perfect vengeance ? No; in pity sent. 

To melt him down, like wax, and then impress. 

Indelible, death's image on his heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himsdf. 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we smile. 

The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. 

Our quick-returning folly cancels all ; 

As the, tide rushing rases what is writ 

In yielding sands, and smooths the lettered shore. 

Lorenzo ! hast thou ever weigh'd a sigh ? 
Or study'd the philosophy of tears 
(A science, yet unlectur'd in our schools !) 
Hast thou descended deep into the breast. 
And seen their source ? If not, descend with me. 
And trace these briny riv'lets to their springs. 
' Our fun'ral tears,, from difFVent causes, rise. 
As if from separate cisterns in the soul, 
0( various kindsy they flow. From tender hearts. 
By soft contagion call'd, some burst at once. 
And stream obsequious to the leading eye. 
Some ask more time, by curious art distill'd. 
Some hearts, in secret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the magic of the public eye. 
Like MosEs' smitten rock, gush out amain. 



THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 1l7 

Some weep to share the fame of the deceas-d, I 

So high in merit, and to them so dear. 
They dwell on praises, which they think they share ; 
And thus, without a blush, commend Themselves^ 
Some mourn, in proof, that something they could love : 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but shetv. 
Some weep in perfect justice to the dead. 
As conscious all their love is in arrear. 
Some mischievously weep, not unapprised 
Tears, sometimes, aid the conquest of an eye. 
With what address the soft Ephesians draw 
Their sable net-work o'er entangled hearts ! 
As seen thro' chrystal, how their roses glow. 
While liquidpearl runs trickling down their cheek ? 
Of her's not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 
Carousing gems, herself dissolv'd in love. 
Some weep at deaths abstracted from the dead^ 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own disease. 
By kind construction some are deemed to weep. 
Because a decent veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in earnest, and yet weep in vain y 
As deep in indiscretion, as in woe. 
Passion, blind passion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deserve more. tears ; while reason sleeps; 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconcern'd ; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the. storm ; 
Knows not it speaks to her, and her alone. 
Irrationals all sorrows are beneath. 
That noble gift ! that privilege of man ! 
From sorrow^s pang, the birth of endless joy. 
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But these are barren of that birth divine : 
They weep impetuous, as the summer storm. 
And full as short ! The cruel grief soon tam'd^. 
They make a pastime of the stingless tale ; 
Far as the deep resounding knell^ they spread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 
No grain of wisdom pays them for their xvoe. 

Half-round the globe, the tears pumpt up by death 
Are spent in watering vanities of life ; 
In making/Q% flourish still more fair. 
When the sick soul<j her wonted stay withdrawn. 
Reclines on earth, and sorrows in the dust ; 
Instead of learning, therey her true support^ 
Tho' there thrown down her true support to learn. 
Without heaven's aid, impatient to be blest. 
She crawls to the next shrub, or bramble vile^ 
Tho' from the stately cedar's arms §he fell 5 
With stale, forsworn embraces, clings anew. 
The stranger weds, and blossoms, ^s betbre^ 
In all the fruitless fopperies of life : ^ 

Presents her weed^ well-fancy'd, at the ball. 
And raffles for \he death's-head on the ring. 
So wept AuRELi A, till the destined youth 
Stept in, with his receipt for making smiles. 
And blanching sables into bridal bloom. 
So wept l^oRENzo fair Clarissa's fate ; 
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats j 
Atid dy'd to give him, orphan 'd in his birth ! 
Not such, Narcissa, my distress for Thee. 
I'll make an altar of thy sacred tomb. 
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To sacrifice to wisdom. — ^What wast thou ? 

" Youngs gat/f ^^d fortunate T Each yields a theme. 

I'll dwell on each, to shun thought most severe ^ 

(Heaven knows I labour with severer still !) 

I'll dwell on each, and quite exhaust thy death. 

A soul without reflection, like a pile 

Without inhabitant, to ruin runs/ 

And, first, thy i/otith. What says it to grey hairs ! 
Narcissa, I'm become thy pupil noiv— 
Early, bright, transient, chaste, as morning dew. 
She sparkled, was exhal'd, and w6nt to heav'n. 
Time on this head has snow'd ; yet still 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with shame I speak it, age severe 
Old worn-out vice sets down for virtue fair ; 
With graceless gravity, chastising youth. 
That youth chastis'd surpassing in a fault. 
Father of all, forgetfulness of death : 
As if, like objects pressing on the sight. 
Death had advanc'd too near us to be seen z 
Or, that life's loan time ripen 'd into right ; 
And men might plead prescription from the grave ; 
Deathless, from repetition of reprieve. 
Deathless ? for from it ! such ^r^ dead already ; 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. 

Tell me, some god ! my guardian angel ! tell. 
What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 
The phantom of an age 'twixt us, and death 
Already at the door ? He knocks, we hear. 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 
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Our untouch 'd hearts? What miracie turns off ^ ' ^ 
The pointed thought,^ which from a thousand quivefrs 
Is daily darted, and is daily 'Shunned ? ' 

We stand, as in a battle^ throngs an throngs 
Around us ialling ; woand^d^ pft ourselves'; ^ • ^ 

Tho' bleeding with our ^wounds^ in>nK)rtal stiM ! 
We see time's furrows^ oil -another's brow, • ^ 
And dieath intreiiich'd, ipffeparing his assault ; 
How few themselvesy ip^'th^t jtist liiif^oi^, iee ! 
Or, seeing, draw thciriBference as sttongl ' 
There death is certain ; idoutltFu} heYe : He mnsi^ 
An^ soon; Wt\may^yv\\\nvy^t\:ag€\ expire. 
Tho' grey our beads, ow thoughts aftd aiftis are green ; 
Like damag'd clocks, whose hiand ahd befll dissent ; 
Folly sings Six, while nature points at Twelve. 

Absurd longevity! M.ore, More, it cries : 
More life, mote wealth, mo?e. trash of ev'ry kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when relish fails ? 
Object, and appetite^ mlirt club for joy; 
ShaW folly labour hard to mend the bow. 
Baubles, I mean, that strikes us from zvit/iout. 
While nature h relaxing ev'ry string ? 
Ask thought for joy ; grow rich, and hoard zvithin. 
Think you the soUl, when this life's rattles cease^ 
Has^ nothing of rtiore manly to succeed ? 
Contract the taste iftiniortal ; learn ev'n No\t 
To relish what alone subsists hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth youir joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is, to wish to die. 
That wish is praise, ^nd promise; it applauds 
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Past life, and promises our future bliss. 
What weakness see not children in their sires ? 
Grand-climacterical absurdities ! 
Grey-hair'd authority, to faults of youth. 
How shocking: It makes folly thrice a fool ; 
And our first childhood might our last despise. 
Peace and esteerri is all that age can hope. 
Nothing but wisdom gives Xh^Jirst; the last. 
Nothing, but the repute of being loise. 
Folfy bars both ; Our age is quite undone. 

What folly can be ranker? Like our shadows. 
Our wishes lengthen, as our sun. declines. 
No wish should loiter, t/ten^ this side the gfave. 
Our hearts should leave the world, before the knejl 
Calls for our carcases to mend the soil. 
Enough to live in tenipest, die in port; 
Age should fly concourse, cover in retreat 
Defects of Judgment; and the wiirs subdue ; * 
Walk thoughtful ori the silent, solemn shore 
Of that vast ocean it must sail so soon ; 
And put good-works on board ; and wait the wind 
That shortly blows us into worlds unknown : 
If unconsidered too^ a dreadful scene ! 

All should be prophets to themselves ; foresee 
Their future fate; their future fate foretaste ; 
This art would waste the bitterness of death. 
The thought of death alone, thenar destroys. 
A disaffection to that precious thought 
Is more than midnight darkness on the soul. 
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Which sleeps beneath it, on a precipicey 
PufF'd off by the first blast, and lost for ever. 

Dost ask, Lorenzo, why so warmly prest. 
By repetition hammer'd on thine ear. 
The thought of death ? That thought is the machine. 
The grand machine ! that heaves us from the dust. 
And rears us into men. That thought, ply'd home. 
Will soon reduce the ghastly precipice 
O'er-hanging hell, will soften the descent. 
And gently flope our passage to the grave ; 
How warmly to be wisht ! What heart of flesh 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes? 
Yawn o*er the fate of infinite ? What hand. 
Beyond the blackest brand of censure bold, 
(To speak a language too well known to Thee) 
Would at ^ moment give its All to chance. 
And stamp the die for an eternity? 

Aid me, Narcissa ! aid me to keep pace 
With destiny ; and ere her scissars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 
Sting thou my slumb'ring reason to send forth 
A thought of observation on the foe ; 
To sally ; and survey the rapid mar(:h 
Of his ten thousand messengers to man ; 
Who, jEHU-like, behind him turns them all. 
All accident apart, by nature signed. 
My warrant is gone out, tho' dormant yet ; 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
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Must I ihtvi forward only look for death ? 
Backward I turn mine eye, and find him there, 
Man is a self-survivor ev'ry yean 
Man, like a stream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death's a destroyer of qqotidian prey. 
My youths my noon-tide. His; my yesterday; 
The bold invader shares the present hour. 
Each moment on the former shuts the grave, 
While man is growing, life is in decrease j 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun ; 
As tapers waste, that instant they take fire. 
Shall we then fear, lest that should come to pass. 
Which comes to pass each moment of our lives ? 
If fear we must, let that death turn us pale. 
Which murders strength and ardour ; what remaind 
Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline ! 
Thoughtless of death, but when your neighbour's knell 
(Rude visitant!) knocks hard at your dull sense. 
And with its thunder scarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death your theme, in ev'ry place and hour \ 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires ! 
A brother tomb to tell you you shall die. 
That death you dread (so great is nature's skill !) 
Know, you shaH court before you shall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd ; iq volumes, deep you sit ; 
In wisdom, shallow : Pompous ignorance ! 
Wou'd you be still more learned, than the learn 'd ? 
I>earn well to know how much need not be known. 
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And what that knowledge^ which impairs your sense. 

Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 

Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field ; 

And bids all welcome to the vital feast. 

You scorn what lies before you in the page 

Of nature^ and experience^ moral truth ; 

Of indispensable, eternal fruit; 

Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods; 

And dive in science fordistinguisht names. 

Dishonest fomentation of your pride; 

Sinking in virtue, as you rise in fame. 

Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 

Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout. 

Frozen at heart, while speculation shines. 

Awake, ye curious indagators! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you known. 

If you would learn death's character^ attend 

All casts of conduct, all degrees of health. 

All dies of fortune, and all dates of ag^e. 

Together shook in his impartial uruj 

Come forth at random : Or, if choice is made> 

The choice is quite sarcastic^ and insults 

All bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man. 

What countless multitudes not only leave. 

But deeply disappoint us, by their deaths I 

Tho' great our sorrow, greater our surprize. 

Like other tyrants, death delights to smite. 
What, smitten, most proclaims the pride of pow'r. 
And arbitrary nod. His joy supreme. 
To bid the wretch survive the fortunate ; 
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The feeble wrap th' athletic in his shroud ; 
And weeping fathers build their childrens tomb : 
Me Thine, Narcissa ! — What tho' short thy date ? 
Virtue^ not rolling suns, the mind matures. 
That life is long, which answers life's great end. 
The time that bears no fruit, deserves no name ; 
The man of wisdom is the man of years. 
In hoary youth Methusalems may die ; 
O how misdated on their flattVing tombs! 

Narcissa'sj/ow/A has lectur'd me thus far. 
And can her gaiety give counsel too ? 
That, like the Jews fam'd oracle of gems. 
Sparkles instruction ^ such as throws new light. 
And opens more the character of death s - 

111 known to thee, Lorenzo ! This thy vaunt : 
*' Give death his due, the wretched, and the old , 
** Ev*n Ifet him sweep his rubbish to the grave ; 
" Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 
*^ But own man born to lii>e as well as die.'' 
Wretched ^nd old thou giv'st him ; young and gaj/ 
He takes ; and plimder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, " The farthest from the/e^r, 
" Are often nearest to the stroke of Fate ?" 

All, more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers should emit a flame. 
Glad spirits sparkled from Narcissa's eye, 
And made youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As naturefs opposit'Os.wage endless war. 
For this ofFence^aSi treason to the deep. 
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His crooked bow he strahen'd to a cane ; 
And hid his deadly shafts in Myra's eye. 

The dreadful masquerader, thus equipt. 
Out-sallies on adventures. Ask you where ^ 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts. 
Let this suffice ; sur>5 as night follows day. 
Death treads in pleasure'^ footsteps round the world, 
Vf hen pleasure treads the paths, which reason shuns. 
When, against reason^ riot shuts the door. 
And gaiety supplies the place of sense^ 
Then, foremost at the banquet, and the ball. 
Death leads the dance, or stamps the deadly die ; 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 
Gaily carousing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs, to see them laugh at him. 
As absent far: And when the revel burns. 
When /ear is banisht, and triumphant thought,^ 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon. 
Against him turns the key ; and bids him sup 
With their progenitors: — He drops his mask ; 
Frowns out at full; they start, despair, expire. 

Scarce with more sudden terror and surprize. 
From his black masque of nitre, touch'd by fire. 
He bursts, expands, roars, blazes^ and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery, 
And 7nore than simple conquest^ in the fiend? - 

And now, Lorenzo, dost thou wrap thy soul 
In soft security, because unknown 
Which moment is commission 'd to destroy? 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncertain ? Therefore thou be fixt ; 
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Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear. 
All expectation of the coming foe. 
Rouse, stand in arms, nor lean against thy spear ; 
Lest slumber steal one moment o*er thy soul, 
Axid fate surprize thee nodding. Watch, be strong; 
Thus give each day the merit, and renown. 
Of dying well ; thp' doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let life's j&enW hidden (as from most) 
Hide too from Thee the precious use of life. 
Early, not sudden, was Narcissa's fete. 
Soon, not surprising, death his visit paid. 
Her thought went forth to meet him on his way. 

Nor gaiety forgot it was to die : 

1^0^ fortune too (our third and final theme). 

As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes. 

And ev'ry glittVing gewgaw, on her sight. 

To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 

Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man ; 

And ev'ry thought that misses it is blind. 

Fortune^ with youth and gaiety^ conspir'd 

To weave a triple wreath of happiness 

(If happiness on earth) to crown her brow. 

And could death charge thro' such a shining shield ? 
That shining shield invites the tyrant's spear. 

As if to damp our elevated aims. 

And strongly preach humility to man. 

how portentous is prosperity ! 

How, comet like, it threatens, while it shines ! 

Few years but yield us proofs of death's ambition. 

To cull his victii^s from the fairest fold. 
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And sheath his shafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry^ bliss. 
Set up in ostentation, made the gaze. 
The gaudy centre of the public eye, 
Whtn fortune thus has toss'd her child in air, 
Snatcht from the covert of an humble state. 
How often have I seen him dropt at once. 
Our morning's envy ! and our ev'ning's sigh ! 
As if her bounties were the signal giv'n. 
The flow'ry wreath to mark the sacrifice. 
And call death's arrows on the destin'd prey. 

High fortune seems in cruel league withy<2/^/ 
Ask you for what ? To give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illustrious spoil j 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Lorenzo still for the sublime 
Of life ? to hang his airy nest on high. 
On the slight timber of the topmost bough, 
Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 
Granting grim death at equal distance there ; 
Yet peace begins just where ambition ends. 
What makes man wretched? Happiness rfe^yrff 
L9RENZ0 ! no : 'Tis happiness disdain d. 
She comes too meanly drest to win our smile: 
And calls herself Content^ a homely name ! 
Our flame is transport y and content our scorn. 
Ambitio7i turns, and shuts the door against her, <. 
And weds a toily a tempesty in her stead ; ' 
A tempest to warm transport near of kin. 
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Unknowing what our mortal state admits. 
Life's modest joys we ruin, while we raise ; 
And all our ecstasies are wounds to peace ; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And since thy peace is dear, ambitious youth ! 
Of fortune fond! as thoughtless of thy fate ! 
As late I drew death's picture, to stir up 
Thy wholesome fears j now, drawn in contrast, see 
G^y fortune's J thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air, the sportive goddess hangs. 
Unlocks her casket, spreads her glittering ware. 
And calls the giddy winds to pufF abroad 
Her random bounties o*er the gaping throng. 
All rush rapacious; friends o'er trodden friends; 
Sons o'er their fathers, subjects o'er their kings. 
Priests o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still more ador'd) to snatch the golden show'r. 

Gold glitters most, where virtue shines no more ; 
As stars from absent suns have leave to shine, 
what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennell'd from the prisons, and the stews. 
Pour in, all op'ning in their idol's praise ; 
All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand. 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws. 
Morsel on morsel swallow down unchew'd, 
Untasted, thro' mad appetite for more ; 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'nous still. 
Sagacious All, to trace the smallest game. 
And bold to seize the greatest. If (blest chance !j 
Court-zephyrs sweetly breathe, they launch, they fly, 
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O'er just, o'er sacred, allTforbW^en ground. 
Drunk with the burning scept of plaCQ or powYf 
Staunch to the foot of lucre^ till they die. 

Or, if for ipen yow takQ them> as I mark 
Their in,anners, thou their various fates survey. 
With aim m:is-me8$urM, and impetuous speedy 
Some darting, strike their aident wish far ofF, 
Thro* fury to pojssess it : sorne^m(^CQcdj 
But stumble, and fet fall the laken prize. 
From some, by sudden blasts, 'tis whirFd away. 
And lodg'd in bosoms that ne'er dreamt of gain. 
To some it stril^es §p ckwie, that, when torn off. 
Torn is the mai), and nvwtal is the wound. 
Some, o'er-enamour'd of their bags,, run mad. 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
Together some (unhappy rivals !) seize^ 
And rend abundance into poverty -, 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, ?md smiles : 
Smiles too the goddess -, \>\xt smiles most at those, • 
(Just victims of exorbitant desire !) 
Who perish at their pwn request, and, wheten*4 
Beneath her load of lavish grants, expire. 
-For^Mwe is fampU3^ for her number slain* 
The number sniall, which happiness can bear. 
Tho' various for a while tljieir fates ; at last 
One curse involves them all : At death's appiioach^ 
All read their riches backward into lpss> 
And mourn, in jijst proportion to their store^ • 

And death*^ approach (if orthodo:?^ my sqng) 
Is hasten'd by the lure Qi for turn' % snjijes* 
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And art thou still n glutton df bright gold ? 

And art thou still rapacious of thy ruin ? 

Death loVes a shining mark, a signal blow ; 

A blow, which, while it executes, alarms i 

And startles thousands with a single fall. 

As when some stately growth of oak, or pirle. 

Which nods aloft, and proudly spreads her shade. 

The sun's defiancei and the flock's defence ; 

By the strong strokes of laboring hinds subdu'd, 

loud groans her last, and, rushing from her height. 

In cumbrous ruin, thundets t6 the ground : 

The conscious forest trembles at the shock. 

And hill, and stream, and distant dale, resound* 

These high-aitn'd darts of death, arid these alontf, 
Should I collect, my quiver would be full 
A quiver, which, suspended in mid-air. 
Or near heaven's archer , in the zodiack^ hung^ 
(So could it be) should draw the public eye. 
The gaze and contemplation of inanldnd ! 
A constellation awful, yet benign. 
To guide the gay through life's tempestuous Wave ; 
Nor suffer them to strike the common rock, , 

•* From greater danger to grow more secure, 
'* And, wrapt in happiness, forget their fate." . 

Lysander, happy past the common lot. 
Was wam'd of danger, but too gay to feat. 
He woo'd the fair Aspasia : She was kind : 
In yduth, form, fortune, fame, they both Were ble^t : 
All who ktiew, envy'd -, yet in envy lov'd ; 
Can fancy form mote finisht happiness ? 
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Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her stately dome 

Rose on the sounding beach. The glittering spires 

Float in the wave, and break against the shore : 

So break those glitt'ring shadows, human joys. 

The faithless morning smil'd : he takes his leave, 

To re-embrace, in ecstasies, at eve. 

The rising storm forbids. The news arrives ; 

Untold, she saw it in her servant's eye. 

She felt it seen (her heart was apt to feel) ; 

And, drown'd, without the furious ocean's aid 

In suffocating sorrows, shares his tomb. 

Now, round the sumptuous, bridal monument, 

The guilty billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough sailor passing, drops a tear. 

A tear ! — Can tears suffice ?r--But not for me. 

How vain our efforts ! and our arts, how vain ! 

The distant train of thought I took, to shun. 

Has thrown me on my i^Xit— These died together 5 

Happy in ruin ! undivorc'd by death ! 

Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is peace — 

Narcissa ! Pity bleeds at thought of thee. 

Yet thou wast only near me ; not myself. 

Survive myself? — That cures all other woe, 

Narcissa lives J Philander is forgot. 

O the soft commerce ! O the tender ties. 

Close-twisted with the fibres of the heart ! 

Which, broken, break them ; and drain off the soul 

Of human joy ; and make it pain to live — 

And is it then to live ? When such friends part, 

Tis the survivor dies — My heart, no more. 
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PREFACE. 



Jr EW ages have been deeper in dispute about religion than 
this. The dispute about religion, and the practice of it, seldom 
go together. The shorter, therefore, the dispute, the better. 
I think it may be reducM to this single question. Is man im- 
martaly arts he not ? If he is not, all our disputes are mere 
amusements, or trials of skill. In this case, truth, reason^ 
religion^ which give our discourses such pomp and solemnity, are 
(as will be shewn) mere empty sound, without any meaning 
in them. But if man is immortal, it will behove him to be very 
serious about eternal consequences ; or, in other words, to be 
truly religious. And this great fundamental truth, unestablish' 
ed, or unawakenM in the minds of men, is, I conceive, the 
Teal source and support of all our infidelity ; how remote so- 
ever the particular objections advanced may seem to be from it. 
Sensible appearances affect most ihen much more than a&- 
struct reasonings; and we daily see bodies drop around us, but 
^ soul is invisible* The power which inclination has over 
^t judgment^ is greater than can be well conceived by those 
that have not had an experience of it ; and of what numbers is 
it the sad interest that souls should not survive ! The heathen 
world confessed, that they rather hoped, than firmly believed 
immortality ! And how many heathens have we still amongst 
us ! The sacred page assures us, that life and immortality is 
brought to light by the Gospel : but by how many is the Gos- 
pel rejected, or overlooked ! From these considerations, and 
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form my being, accidentally, privy to the sentiments of some 
particular persons, I have been long persuaded that most, if 
not all, our Infidels (whatever name they take, and whatever 
scheme, for argument's sake, and to keep themselves in coun- 
tenance, they patronize) are supported in their deplorable error, 
by some doubt of their imnwrtality at the bottom. And I am 
satisfied, that men once thoroughly convinced of their immor- 
tality, are not far from being Christians. For it is hard to con- 
ceive, that a man fully conscious eternal pain or happiness will 
certainly be his lot, should not earnestly and impaitially in- 
quire after the surest means of escaping one, and securing the*^ 
other. And of such an earnest and impartial inquu-y, I well 
know the consequence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this most fundamental truth, 
some plain arguments are offered ; arguments derived from prin- 
ciples which Infidels admit in common with Believers ; argu- 
ments, which appear to me altogether irresistible ; and such as, 
I am satisfied, will have great weight with all, who give them- 
selves the small trouble of looking seriously into their own bo- 
soms, and of observing, with any tolerable degree of attention, 
what daily passes round about them in the world. If some ar- 
guments shall, hercy occur, which others have declined, they 
are submitted, with all deference, to better judgments in this, 
of all points the most important. For, as to the Being of a 
God, that is no longer disputed ; but it is undisputed for this 
reason only ; viz. because, where the least pretence to reason i» 
admitted, it must for ever be indisputable. And of conse* 
quence no man can be betrayed into a dispute of that nature by 
vanity ; which has a principal share in animating our modem 
combatants against other articles of our Belief. 



IsHE* (for I know not yet her name in heaven) 
Not early, like Narcissa, left the scene ; 
Nor sudden, like Philander. What avail ? 
This seeming mitigation but inflames ; 
This fancy'd med'cine heightens the disease. 
The longer known, the closer still she grew j 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 
Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts. 
By tardy pressure's still-increasing weight. 
From hardest hearts, confession of distress. 

O the long, dark approach through years of pain. 
Death's gall'ry ! (might I dare to call it so) 
With dismal doubt, and sable terror hung; 
Sick hope's pale lamp its only glimm'ringray: 
There, fate my melancholy walk ordain'd. 
Forbid self-love itself to flatter, there. 
How oft I gaz'd, prophetically sad ! 
How oft I saw her dead, while yet in smiles! 
In smiles she sunk her grief to lessen mine. 
She spoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain. 

* Referring to Night the Fifth. 
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Like powerful armies trenching at a town. 

By slow, and silent, but resistless sap. 

In his pale progress gently gaining ground. 

Death urg'd his deadly siege ; in spite of art. 

Of all the balmy blessings nature lends 

To succour frail humanity. Ye stars ! 

(Not Tiovjjirst made familiar to my sight) 

And thou, O moon ! bear witness ; many a night 

He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 

Ty'd down my sore attention to the shock. 

By ceaseless depredations on a life 

Dearer than that he left me. Drieadful post 

Of observation ! darker ev'ry hour ! 

Less dread the day that drove me to the brink. 

And pointed at eternity below ; 

When my soul shuddered at futurity ; 

When, on a moment's point, th' important dye 

Of life and death spun doubtful, ere it fell. 

And tum'd up life 5 my title to more woe. 

But why more woe ? More comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wish'd to die y 
Nothing is dead, but wretchedness and pain ; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumbered, gall' J, 
Blocked up the pass, and barr'd from real life. . 
Where dwells that wish most ardent of the wise? 
Too dark the sun to see it ; highest stars 
Too low to reach it ^ deathy great death alone. 
O'er stars and sun, triumphant, lands us there. 

Npr dreadful our transition ; tho' the mind, 
An artist at creating self-alarms. 
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Rich in expedieDt3 for inquietude. 
Is prone to puint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death's portrait true ? The tyrant never sat. 
Our sketch all randona strokes, conjecture all ; 
Close shuts the grave, nor tells one single tale. 
Death, and his image rising in the brain. 
Bear faint resemblance ; never are alike ; 
Fear shakes the pencil ; fancT/ loves excess ; 
Dark ignorance is lavish of her shades : 
And these the formidable picture draw. 

But grant the worst; *tis past ; new prospects rise ; 
And drop a veil eternal o*er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim. 
Views that overpay the rigors of our life j 
Views that suspend our agonies in death. 
Wrapt in the thought of immortality. 
Wrapt in the single, the triumphant thought ! 
Long life might lapse, age uhperceiv'd come on i 
And find the soul unsated with her theme. 
Its nature, proof, importance, fire my song; ( 

that my song could emulate my soul ! 
like her, immortal. No ! — the soul disdains 
A mark so mean -, far nobler hope infiaiiies ; 
If endless ages can outweigh an hour, 
t I-et not the laurel, but the palm, inspire. 

Thy nature, immortality ! who knows I 
And yet who knows it not? It is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter colour spun^ 
And spun for ever ; dipt by cruel fate 
In Stygian dye, how black, haw brittle here ! 
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How short our correspondence with the sun ! 
And while it lasts, inglorious ! Our best deeds. 
How wanting in their weight ! Our highest joy» 
Small cordials to support us in our pain, * 
And give us strength to suffer. But how great 
To mingle int'rests, converse, amities. 
With all the sons of reason^ scattered wide 
Thro' habitable space, wherever born, 
Howe'er endow'd ! To live free citizens 
Of universal nature ! To lay hold 
By more than hthXt faith on the Supreme ! 
To call heav'n's rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines, which support archangels in their state) 
Our own ! To rise in science, as in bliss. 
Initiate in the secrets of the skies ! 
To read creation ; read its mighty plan 
In the bare bosom of the Deity ! 
The plan, and execution, to collate ! 
To see, before each glance of piercing thought. 
All cloud, all shadow, blown remote ; and leave 
No mystery — but that of Loye Divine, 
Which lifts us on the seraph's flaming wing. 
From e^TiWs aceldamay this field of blood. 
Of inward anguish, and of outward ill. 
From darkness, and from dust, to such a scene ! 
Love's element ! true joy's illustrious home ! 
From earth's sad contrast (now deplor'd) more fairl 
What exquisite vicissitude of fate ! 
Blest absolution of our blackest hour ! ^ 
Lorenzo, these are thoughts that make man Man, 
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The wise illumine, aggrandize the great. 

How Great (while yet we tread the kindred clod. 

And evVy moment fear to sink beneath 

The clod we tread ; soon trodden by our sons) 

How great, in the wild whirl of timers pursuits, 

To stop, and pause, involv'd in high presage. 

Thro' the long visto of a thousand years. 

To stand contemplating our distant selves. 

As in a magnifying mirror seen. 

Enlarged, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine ! 

To prophesy our own futurities j 

To gaze in thpught on what all thought transcends ! 

To talk, with fellow-candidates, of joys 

As far beyond conception as desert. 

Ourselves th' astonished talkers, and the tale ! 

Lorenzo, swells thy bosom at the thought ? 
The swell becomes thee : 'Tis an honest pride. 
Revere thyself, — and yet thyself despise. 
His nature no man can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed. 
Nor there be modest, where thou should'st be proud 5 
That almost universal error shun. 
How just our pride, when we behold those heights ! 
Not those ambition paints in air, but those 
hason points out, and ardent virtue gains i 

I And angels emulate ; our pride how just ! 
When mount we ? When these shackles cast ? When 

quit 
This cell of the creation ? This small nest. 
Stuck in a comer of the universe. 



\ 
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Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-spun air ? 
Fine-spun to sense ; but gross and feculent 
To souls celestial; souls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambrosial gales, and drink a purer sky ; 
Greatly triumphant on timers farther shore. 
Where virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears; 
While pomp imperial begs an alms of peace. 

In empire high, or in proud science deep. 
Ye born of earth! on what can you confer. 
With half the dignity, with half the |^in. 
The gust, the glow of rational delight. 
As OH this theme, which angels praise and share ^ 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heaven. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here ! 
What periodic potions for the sick ! 
Distemper'd bodies ! and disteinper'd minds ! 
In an Eternity, what scenes shall strike ! 
Adventures thicken ! novelties surprise! 
What webs of wonder shall unravel, there ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven. 
And light th* Almighty's footsteps in the deep! 
How shall the blessed day of our discharge 
Unwind, at once, thfe labyrinths of fate. 
And straiten its inextricable maze ! 

If inextinguishable thirst in man 
To know; how rich, how full, our banquet there: 
There y not the moral world alone unfolds; 
The world material, lately seen in shades. 
And, in those shades,, by fragments only seen. 
And seen those fragments by the laboring eye. 
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Unbroken, then, illustrious, and intire. 
Its ample sphere, its universal frame. 
In full dimensions, swells to the survey ; 
And enters, &t one glance, the. ravish t sight. 
From some superior point (where, who can tell? 
Suffice it, 'tis a point where gods reside) 
How shall the stranger man's illumin'd eye, 
In the vast ocean of unbounded space. 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Divide the crystal waves of Ether pure. 
In endless voyage, without port ? The least 
Of these disseminated orbs, how great ! 

Great as they are, what numbers These surpass. 

Huge, as Leviathan^ to that small race. 

Those twinkling multitudes of little life. 

He swallows unperceiv'd ! Stupendous These ! 

Yet what are these stupendous to the whole f 

As particles, as atoms ill perceiv'd; 

As circulating globules in our veins; 

So vast the plan. Fecundity divine ! 

Exub'rant Source ! perhaps I wrong thee still. 
If admiration is a source of joy, 

What transport hence ! Yet this the least in heaven. 

What this to that illustrious robe He wears, 

Who tost this mass of wonders from his hand, 

A specimen, an earnest of his power? 

Tis to that glory y whence all glory flows. 

As the mead's meanest flow'ret to the sun. 

Which gave it birth. But what, this sun of heaven ? 
This bliss supreme of the supremely blest ? 



\ 
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Death, only death, the question can resolve. 
By death, cheap-bought th' ideas of our joy; 
The bare ideas ! Solid happiness 
So distant from its shadow chas'd below. 

And chase we still the phantom through the fire. 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? 
.And toil we still for sublunary pay ? 
Defy the dangers of the field and flood. 
Or, spider-like, spin out our precious All, 
Our more than vitals spin (if no regard 
To great futurity) in curious webs 
Of subtle thought, and exquisite design ; 
(Fine net-work of the brain) to catch a fly ! 
The momentary buz of vain renown ! 
A name ! a mortal immortality ! 

Or (meaner still !) instead of grasping air. 
For sordid lucre plunge me in the mire ? 
Drudge, sweat, thro' ev'ry shame, for ey*ry gain. 
For vile contaminating trash ; throw up 
Our hope in heav'n, our dignity with man ? 
And deify the dirt, matur'd to gold ? 
Ambition^ Avarice I the two rf^m^^w^ these. 
Which goad thro' every slough our human herd, 
Hard-travell'd from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches stoop I How steep they climb 
These damons burn mankind ; but most possess 
Lorenzo's bosom, and turn out the skies. 

Is it in time to hide eternity? 
And why not in an atom on the shore 
To cover ocean? or a mote, the sun ? 
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Glory and wealth ! have they this blinding pow'r ; 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it surprise thee ? Be thou then sui-pris'd ; 
Thou neither know^st : Their nature learn from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as these subjects seem. 
What close connexion ties them to my theme. 
First, what is true ambition ? The pursuit 
Of glory, nothing less than man can share. 
Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded man. 
As flatulent with fumes of self-applause. 
Their arts and conquests animals might jboast. 

And claim their laurel crowns, as well as. We ; 

But not celestial. Here we stand alone ; 

As in our form,' distinct, pre-eminent ^ 

If prone in thought, our stature is our shame ; 

And man should blush, hit forehead meets the skies. 

The visible and present are for brutes, 

A slender portion ! arid a narrow bound ! 

These reason, with an energy divine. 

Overleaps; and claims the future and unseen; 

The vast unseen ! the future fathomless ! 

When the great soul buoys up to this high point, 

Leaving gross nature*s sediments below. 

Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 

The sage and hero of the fields and woods. 

Asserts his rank, and rises into man. 

This is ambition : This is human fire. 
Can parts or place (two bold pretenders !) make 

Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng? 
Genius and ar/, ambition's boasted wings, 

L 2 
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Our boast but ill deserve. A feeble aid ! 
Dedalian engin'ry ^ If These alone 
Assist our Right ff ante's flight is ^fory's fall. 
Heart merit wanting, mount we ne er so high. 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch, when I behold. 
When I behold a genius bright, and base. 
Of tow'ring talents, and terrestrial aims; 
Methinks I see, as thrown from her high sphere. 
The glorious fragments of a soul immortal. 
With rubbish mixt, and glittering in the dust. 
Struck at the splendid, melancholy sight. 

At once compassion soft, and envy, rise 

But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-bright. 
If wanting worth, are shining instruments 
In false ambition's hand, totfinish faults 
Illustrious, and give infamy renown. 

Great ill is an atchievement of great powers. 
Plain sense but rarely leads us far astray. 
Reason the means, affections chuse our end ; 
Means have no merit, if our end amiss. 
If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain ; 
What is a Pel ham's head, to Pel ham's H^art ? 
Hearts are proprietors of all applause. 
Right ends, and means, make wisdom : Worldly-wise^ 
Is but Aa^-witted, at its highest praise. 

Let genius then despair to make thee great; 
Nor flatter station : What is station high ? 
Tis a proud mendicant; it boasts, and begs ; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng. 
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And oft the throng denies its charity. 

Monarchs and ministers, are aweful names ; 

Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 

Religion, public erder, both exact 

External homage, and a supple k^nee. 

To beings pompously set up, to serve 

The meanest slave ; all more is merit's due. 

Her sacred and inviolable right; 

Nor ever paid the moiiarchy but the man. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to superior zvorth; 

Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 

Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account. 

And vote the mantle into majesty. 

Let the small savage boast his silver fur ; 

His royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought, 

His ozon, descending fairly from his sires. 

Shall man be proud to wear his livery. 

And souls in ermin scorn a soul without ? 

Can place or lessen us, or aggrandize ? 

Pygmies are pygmies still, tho' percht on Alps-, j^ 

And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 

Each man makes his own stature, builds himself: 

Virtue aloneoutbuilds the pyramids ; 

Her monuments shall last, when Egypt's fall. 

Of these sure truths dost thou demand the cause ? 
The cause is lodg'd in immortality. 
Hear, and assent. Thy bosom burns for pow'r j 
What station charms thee ? FU install thee there ; 
Tis thine. And art thou greater ih?Ln before ? 
Then thou before wast something less than man. 

L 3 
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Has thy new post betray 'd thee into pride ? , 

That treach -rous pride betrays thy dignity ; 

That pride defames humanity, and calls 

The being mean, which stqffs or strings can raise. 

That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkness soars. 

From blindness bold, and tow'ring to the skies. 

Tis born of ignorance^ which knows not man : 

An angel's second ; nor his second, long, 

A Nero quitting his imperial throne. 

And courting glory from the tinkling string, 

But faintly shadows an immortal soul. 

With empire's self, to pride, or rapture, fir'd,. 

If nobler motiyes minister no cure, 

Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place : 'Tis more; 
It makes the post stand candidate for Thee; 
Makes mor^ than monarchs, makes an honest man ; 
Tho' no exchequer it commands, 'tis wealth ; 
And tho' it wears no ribband^ 'tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' disgrac'd. 
Nor leave thee pendent on a master's smile. 
O^/zer. ambition nature interdicts; 
Nature proclaims it most absurd in man. 
By pointing at his origin, and end; 
Milk, and a swathe, a/ yiV^f, his whole demand; 
His whole domain, at last, a turf, or stone; 
To whom, betiveeny a world may seem too small. 

Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Oijust ambition, to the grand result. 
The curtain % fall ; there, see the buskin'd chief 
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Unshod behind this momentary scene ; 

Reduc'd to his own stature, low or high. 

As vice, or virtue, sinks him, or sublimes ; 

And laugh at this fantastic mummery. 

This antic prelude of grotesque events. 

Where dwarfs are often stilted, and betray 

A littleness of soul by worlds o*er-run. 

And nations laid in blood. Dread sacrifice 

To Christian pride ! which had with horror shockt 

The darkest pagans, ofFer'd to their gods. 

O thou most Christian enemy to peace ! 
Again in arms } Again provoking fate ? 
That prince, and That alone, is truly great. 
Who draws the sword reluctant, gladly sheathes ; 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs. 
And makes his throne a scaffold to the skies. 

Why this so rare ? Because forgot of all 
The day of death ; that venerable day. 
Which sits as judge ; that day, which shall pronounce 
On all our days, absolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never shut thy thought against it 5 
Be levees ne'er so full, afford it room. 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend consulted, flatteries apart. 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean. 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left. 
Is That ambition ? Then let flames descend. 
Point to the centre their inverted spires, 
And learn humiliation from a soul. 
Which boasts her lineage from celestial fire. 

L 4 
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Yet these are thfey, the world pronounces wise ; 
The world, which cancels nature's right and wrong. 
And casts neiv wisdom : Ev'n the grave man lends 
His solemn face, to countenance the coin. 
Wisdom for parts is madness for the whole. 
This stamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the wisest weak, the richest poor, 
The most ambitious, unambitious, mean ; 
In triumph, mean ; and abject, on a throne. 
Nothing can make it less than mad in man. 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art. 
And give his soul her full unbounded flight. 
But reaching Hirriy who gave her wings to fly, 
- When blind ambition quite mistakes her road, 
And downward pores, for that which shines above. 
Substantial happiness, and true renown ; 
Then, like an idiot, gazing on the brook. 
We leap at stars, and fasten in the mud ; 
At glory grasp, and sink in infamy. 

Ambition ! powerful source of good and ill ! 
Thy strength in man, like length of wing in birds, 
When disengag'd from earth, with greater ease 
And swifter flight transports us to the skies ; 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemir'd. 
It turns a curse i it is our chain, and scourge, « 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie. 
Close grated by the sordid bars of senses 
All prospect of eternity shut out; 
And, but for execution^ ne'er set free. 

With error in ambition justly charg'd. 
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Find we Lorenzo wiser in his wealth? 

What if thy rental I reform ? and draw 

An inventory new to set thee right ? 

Where, thy true treasure ? Gold says, " Not in me :" 

And, " Not in me," the di'mond. Gold is poor ; 

India's insolvent : Seek it in thyself. 

Seek in thy naked self, and find it there ; 

In being so descended, form'd, endowed ; 

Sky-born, sky-guided, sky^returning race ! 

Erect, immortal, rational, divine! 

In senses^ which inherit earth, and heav'ns 5 

Enjoy the various riches nature yields; 

Far nobler ! give the riches they enjoy ; 

Give taste to fruits; and harmony to groves ; 

Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright fire.; 

Take in, at once, the landscape of the world. 

At a small inlet, which a grain might close. 

And half create the wond'rous world they see. 

Our senseSy as our reason, are divine. 

But for the magic organ's powerful charm. 

Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos still. 

Objects are but th' occasion ; ours th* exploit ; 

Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint. 

Which nature's admirable picture draws ; 

And beautifies creation's ample dome. 

Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, ^ 

Man makes the matchless image, man admires. 
Say, then. Shall man, his thoughts all sent abroad, 
Superior wonders in himself forgot. 
His admiration waste on objects round. 
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When Heav*n makes him the soul of all he sees ? 
Absurd ! not rare ! so great, so mean, is man. 

What wealth in senses such as these ! What wealth 
Infancy, fir'd to form a fairer scene 
Than sense surveys ! In memory's firm record. 
Which, should it perish, could this world recall 
From the dark shadows of o'erwhelming years ! 
In colours fresh, originally bright, 
Preserve its portrait, and report its fate ! 
What wealth in intellect, that sovereign pow'r 1 
Which sense smd fancy, summons to the bar; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends;' 
And from the mass those underlings import. 
From their materials sifted, and refin'd. 
And in truth's balance accurately weigh 'd. 
Forms art, and science, goveriinwnt, and lawi 
The solid basis, and the beauteous frame. 
The vitals, and the grace o( civil life ! 
And manners (sad exception !) set aside. 
Strikes out, with master hand, a copy fair 
0(His idea, whose indulgent thought 
Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, planned human bliss. 

What wealth in SQuls that soar, dive, range around. 
Disdaining limit, or from place, or time ; 
And hear at once, in thought extensive, hear 
Th' Almighty jFza/, and the Trumpets sound ! % 

Bold on creation's outside walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'er shall be ; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of thought. 
Creations new in fancy's field to rise ! 
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Souls, that can grasp whatever th' Almighty made, 
And wander wild thro' things impossible ! 
What wealthy m faculties of endless growth. 
In quenchless passions violent to crave^ 
In liberty to chuse, in pow'r to reach. 
And in duration (how thy riches rise !) 

Duration to perpetuate boundless bliss I 

Ask you, vfhsXpoiv'r resides in feeble man 
That bliss to gain ? Is virtue's^ then, unknown I 
Virtue, our present peace, our future prize. 

Man's unprecarious, natural estate^ 

Improveable at will, in virtue lies ; 

Its tenure sure s its income is divine. 
High-built abundance, heap on heap ! for what ? 

To breed new w^nts, and beggar us the more ; 

Then, make a richer scramble for the throng ? 

Soon as this feeble pulse, which leaps $o long 

Almost by miracle, is tir'd with play. 

Like rubbish from disploding engines thrown. 

Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly i 

Fly diverse ; fly to foreigners, to foes ^ 

New masters court, and call the former fool 

(How justly !) for dependance on their stay. 

Wide scatter, first, our play-things j then, our dust. 
Dost court abundance for the sake of peace ? 

Learn, and lament thy self-defeated scheme : 

Riches enable to be richer still ; 

And, richer stilly what mortal can resist ? 

Thus wealth (a cruel task-master !) enjoins 

New toils, succeeding toils, an endless train ! 
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And murders peace, which taught it first to shine. 
The poor are half^^ wretched as the rich ; 
Whose proud and painful privilege 'it is. 
At once, to bear a double load of woe ; 
To feel the stings of envt/j and of want, 
Outrageous want ! both Indies cannot cure. 

A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not disease ; 
Sick, or incumbered, is our happiness, 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where heav'n can give no more ! 
More, like a flash of water from a lock. 
Quickens our spirits* movement for an hour ; 
But soon its force is spent, nor rise our joys 
Above our native temper's common stream. 
Hence disappointment lurks in ev'ry prize. 
As bees in flow'rs ; and stings us with success. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; 
Nor knows the wise are privy to the lye. 
Much learning shews how little mortals know -, 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy: 
At best, it babies us with endless toys. 
And keeps us children till we drop to dust. 
As monkeys at a mirror stand amaz'd. 
They fail to find what they so plainly see ; 
Thus men, in shining riches, see the face 
Of happiness, nor know it is a shade; 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again. 
And wish, and wonder it is absent still. 

How few can rescue opulence from want I 
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Who lives to nature^ rarely can be poor ; 
Who lives io fancy y never can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold. 
In debt Xo fortune, trembles at her pow'r. 
The man of reason smiles at her, and death. 
what a patrimony this ! A being 
Of such inherent strength and majesty. 
Not worlds possest can raise it; worlds destroy 'd 
Can't injure, which holds on its glorious course. 
When thine, O Nature! ends ; too blest to mourn 
Creation's obsequies. What treasure, this ! 
The Monarch is a beggar to the Man. 
Immortal)! Ages past, yet nothing gone ! 

Mom without eve ! a race without a goal ! 

Unshorten'd by prpgression infinite ! 

Futurity for ever future ! Life 

Beginning still where computation ends ! 

Tisthe description of a Deity ! 

Tis the description of the meanest slave : 

The meanest slave dares then Lorenzo scorn ? 

The meanest slave thy sovereign glory shares. 

Proud youth ! fastidious of the lower worldl 

U^n^s lawful pride includes humility; 

Stoops to the lowest ; is too great to find 

Inferiors ; all immortal ! brothers all ! 

Proprietors eternal of thy love. 
IMMORTAL ! What can strike the sense so strong, 

As this the soul? It thunders to the thought; 
Reason amazes ; gratitude o'er whelms; 
No more we slumber on the brink of fate ; 
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Rous'd at the sound, th' exulting soul ascends. 
And breathes her native air ; an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires : 
Quick kindles all that is divine within us ; 
Nor leaves one loitVing thought beneath the stars. 
Has not Lorenzo's bosom caught the flame ? 
Immortal ! Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy ! How would thrones adore ! * 
Because 'tis common, is the blessing lost ? 
How this ties up the bounteous hand of heav'n ! 
O vain, vain, vain, all else ^ Eternity ! 
A glorious, and a needful refuge, that. 
From vile imprisonment, in abject views. 
TTis immortality, 'tis that alone. 
Amid life's pains, abasements, emptiness. 
The soul can comfort, elevate, smd^lL 
That only, and that amply, this performs; 
Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above ; 
Their terror t/ioset and these their lustre lose ; 
Eternity depending covers all ; 
Eternity depending all atchieves ; 
Sets earth at distance ; casts her into shades ; 
Blendii her distinctions ; abrogates her pow'rs j 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe. 
Fortune's dread frowns, and fascinating smiles. 
Make one promiscuous and neglected heap. 
The man beneath ; if I may call him man. 
Whom Immortality^^ full force inspires. 
Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought ; 
Suns shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard. 
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By minds quite conscious of their high descent. 
Their present province, and their future prize ; 
Divinely darting upward evVy wish. 
Warm on the wing, in glorious absence lost! 

Doubt you this truth? Why labours your belief? 
If earth's whole orb by somp due distanced eye 
Were seen at once, her tow'ring Alps would sink. 
And leveird Atlas leave an even sphere. 
Thus earthy and all that earthly minds admire. 
Is swallow'd in Eternity^s vast round. 
To that stupendous view, when souls awake. 
So large of late, so mountainous to man. 
Timers toys subside ; and equal all below. 
Enthusiastic, this ? Then all are weak, 
But rank enthusiasts. To this godlike height 
Some souls have soar'd ; or martyrs ne'er had bled. 
And all may do, what has by man been done. 
Who, beaten by these sublunary storms. 
Boundless, interminable joys can weigh, 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, uninflam'd ? 
What slave unblesty who from to-morrow's dawn 
Expects an empire ? He forgets his chain, 
And, thron'd in thought, his absent sceptre waves. 

And what a sceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own immense appointments to compute. 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives. 
In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, the human soul divine ! 
Too great the bounty seems for earthly joy^ ; 
What heart but trembles at so strange a bfiss? 
In spite of all the truths the muse has sung. 
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Ne'er to be priz'd enough ! enough revolv'd * 

Are there who wrap the world so close about them. 

They see no farther than the clouds; and dance 

On heedless vanity's fantastic toe. 

Till, stumbling at a straw, in their career. 

Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and song 

Are there, Ijorenzo? Is it possible? 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

Who lodge a soul immortail in their breasts ; 

Unconscious as the mountain of its ore ; 

Or rock, of its inestimable gem ? 

When rocks shall melt, and mountains vanish, those 

Shall know their treasure ; treasure, theuy no more. 

Are there (still more amazing !) who resist 

The rising thought ? Who smother, in its birth. 

The glorious truth ? Who struggle to be brutes ? 

Who thro' this bosom-barrier burst their way. 

And, with reverst ambition, strive to sink ? 

Who labour downwards thro' th' opposing pow'rs 

Of instinct, reason, and the world against them. 

To dismal hopes, and shelter in the shock 

Of endless night; night darker than the grave's? 

Who fight the proofs of immortality? 

With horrid zeal, and execrable arts, 

Work all their engines, level their black-fires. 

To blot from man this attribute divine, 

(Then vital blood far dearer to the wise) 

Blasphemers, and rank atheists to themselves ? 

To contradict them, see all nature rise ! 
What object, what event, the moon beneath. 
But argues, or endears, an after-scene ? 
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To reason proves, or weds it to desire ? 

All things proclaim it needful i some advance 

One precious step beyond, and prove it sure. 

A thousand arguments swarm round my pen, 

T^toraheav^n^ and earth, ^nAman. Indulge a few. 

By nature, as her common habit, worn ; 

So pressing Providence a truth to teach. 

Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain. 
THOU I whose all-providential Eye surveys^ 

Whose Hand directs, whose Spirit fills and warms 

Creation, and holds empire hx beyond ! 

Eternity's Inhabitant august ! 

Of two Eternities amasdng Lord ! 

One past, ere man's, or angel's, had begun ; 

Aid ! while I rescue from the foe's assault 

Thy glorious Immortality in man : 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight. 
Of moment infinite ! but relish 'd most 
By thos6 who love Thee most, most adore. 

Nature, thy daughter, ever changing birth 
Of Thee the Great Immutable, to man 
Speaks wisdom -, is his oracle supreme ; 
And he who most consults her, is most wise, 
Lorenzo, to this heav'nly Delphos h^ste -, 
And come back all-immortal ; all-divine : 
Look nature through, 'tis revolution all ; 
All change j no death. Day follows night; and night 
The dying day ; stars rise, and set, and rise j 
Earth takes th' example. See, the Summer gay. 
With her green chaplet, and ambrosial flowers, 
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Droop into pMid^AuitsMkni- Wimter gi»y^ 
Homd wkfaiftiost^:and ti)isbbknt;waAh sto 
Blows AtrtumUs -aod {hfsgojden frditf y awayi :: /: . . ' 
Then m^Us^i^o: tfaeii6^ej»^:: Soft Springy Imk^httBih 
Favokian^ fr6in waraa chambeJrs ^of xhe ao>uthy\ : 
Recalls ihtjir^t. All; toi'e'rflouirigh^ &de$^ i. 
As in a wheel, : all sinks,' ioire-ascend* --i 
Emblems xxf man, ^wbo paskies,. ii<^ erpires^ i 

With thisi minute I distinction^ emblems just. 
Nature vtvo\N^%yh\kx[f^^ both • 

Eternal, /Aa/a circle, ^x^ajine. 
That gravitates, this soai-s. Th* aspiring sodl, 
Ardenty and tremulous ^ like flame, asdends, 
%^tf/ and AMwitZ%herwipgs, to<heav.'n. 
The world oi matter, with its various forms. 
All dies into new life. JLife born from death 
Rolls the vast m^ss, and shall for ever roll. 
No single atom, once in being, lost. 
With change of counsel charges the Most High. 

What hence infers Lorenzo ? Can ii be? 
Matter immortal ? And shall Spirit die ? 
Above the nobler, shall less nobler rise ? 
Shall man alone, for whom all else revives. 
No resurrection know ? Shall man alone. 
Imperial Man ! be sown in barren ground. 
Less privileged than grain, on which he feeds? 
Is Man, in whom alone is po w*r to prize 
The bliss of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the spleen of fate. 
Severely doom'd death's single unredeemed ? 
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If nature's revolution speaks aloud. 
In her gradation^ hear her louder still. 
Look nature thro*, 'tis neat gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her scale ascends ! 
Each middle nature join'd at each ex;treme. 
To that above it join'd to that beneath. 
Parts, into parts reciprocally shot. 
Abhor divorce : What love of union reigns ! 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life ; 
Half-life, , half-death, join there : here, life and sense .; 
There, sense from reason steals a glimm'ring ray; 
Reason shines out in man. But how preserved 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life? those realms of bliss. 
Where death has no dominion ? Grant a make * 
Half-mortal, half-immortal ; earthy, part. 
And part ethereal 5 grant the soul of man 
Eternal; or in man the series ends. 
Wide y^awns the gap ; connexion is no more ; , 
Checked reasonhdXis ; her next step wants support ; 
Striving to climb, she tumbles from her scheme ; 
A scheme, analogy pronounced so true ; 
Analogy y man's surest guide below. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, careless of the call, 
False attestation on all nature charge. 
Rather than violate his league with death ? 
Renounce his reason, rather than renouno? . 
The dust belpv'd, slnd run the risque, of he^v'n ? 
O what indignity to deathless souls ! . , 

L 2 



\ 



148 THE COMPLAINT. KIGHT VI 

What treason to the majesty of man ! 

Of man immortal ! Hear the lofty style : 

" If so decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 

" Let earth dissolve, yon pond'rous orbs descend, 

" And grind us into dust. The soul is safe $ 

*' The man emerges ; mounts above the wreck, 

" As tow'ring flame from nature"^ fan'ral pyre ; 

" O'er deyastatidd, as a gainer, smiles ; 

" His charter, his Inviolable rights, 

** Well-pleas'd to learn from tlmnder's impotence, 

" Death's pointless darts, and hell's defeated storms. ** 

But these chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo ! 
The glories of the world thy sev'nfold shield. 
OMer ambition than of crowns in air, 
And superlunary felicities ^ 
Thy bosom warm. Til cool it, if I can ; 
And turn those glories that inchant, against thee. 
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 
If wise, the cause that wounds thee is thy cure* 

Come, my ambitious! let us mount together 
(To mount, Lorenzo never can refuse) ^ 
. And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell. 
Look down on earth. — What seest thou ? Wond'rous 

tilings ! 
Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the skies. 
What lengths of labour'd lands ! what loaded seas ! 
Loaded by man, for pleasure, wealth, or war ! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into service brought. 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can th* eternal rocks his will withstand 5 
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What leveird mountains ! and what lifted vales ! 
O'er vale^ and mountains sumptuous cities swell. 
And gild our landscape with their glittVing spires. 
Some *mid the wond'ring waves majestic rise j 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 
Far greater still ! (what cannot mortal might ?) 
SeCj wide dominions ravish'd from the deep ! 
The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 
Or southward turn ; to delicate and grand. 
The finer arts there ripen in the sun. 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods. 
Ascend the skies ! the proud triumphal arch 
Shews us half heav*n beneath its ample bend. 
High thro' mid-air, here, streams are taught to flow; 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in basons, sleep. 
Here, plains turn oceans ; there, vast oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms channel'd deep from shore to shore ; 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 
Beats thy brave breast for formidable scenes. 
Where fame and empire wait upon the sword ? 
See fields in blood ; hear naval thunders rise ; 
Britannia's voice ! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
The mid-sea, furious waves ! Their roar amidst^ 
Out-speaks the Deity, and says, ^* O main ! 
" Thus far, nor farther ; neiv restraints obey." 
Earth's disembowel'd ! measur'd are the skies ! 
Stars are detected in their deep recess ! 
Creation widens ! vanquish'd nature yields ! 
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Her secrets are extorted ! art prevails ! 

What monument of gehius, spirit, power ! 
And now, Lorenzo ! raptur'd at this scene. 

Whose glories render heav'n superfluous ! say. 

Whose footsteps these ? — Immortals have been here. 

Could less than souls immortal this have done ? 

Earth's covered o'er with proofs of souls immortal ; 

And proofs of immortality /or^o^. 
To flatter thy grand foible, I confess. 

These are ambitiorCs works : And these are great : 

But thisy the least imtnortal souls can do ; 

Transcend them all — But what can these transcend ? 
Dost ask me what ? — One sigh for the distrest. 
What then for infidels ? A deeper sigh. 
'Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man : 
How little they, who think ZM^t great belbv^ ? 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one ; 
And that it crowns. — Here cease we : But, ere lon^. 
More powerful proof shall take the field against thee. 
Stronger than death, and smiling at the tomb. 
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PREFACE. 



xIlS wc are at war with the power, It were well if we were 
at war with the manners of France. A land of levity , is a 
land of guilt. A serious mind is the native soil of every vir- 
tue ; and the single character that does true honour to man- 
kind. The souPs immortality/ has been the favourite theme 
with the serious of all ages. Nor is it strange ; it is a subject 
by far the most interesting, and important, that can enter the 
mind of man. Of highest moment this subject always was^ 
and always will be. Yet this its highest moment seems to ad- 
mit of increase^ at this day ; a sort of occasional importance is 
superadded to the natural weight of it ; if that opinion which 
is advanced in the preface to the preceding Nighty be just. It 
18 there supposed, that all our infidels^ whatever scheme, for 
argument's sake, and to keep themselves in countenance, they 
patronize, are betrayed into their deplorable error, by some 
doubts of their immortality ^ at the bottom. And the more I 
consider this point, the more I am persuaded of the trtith of 
that opinion. Though the distrust of a futurity is a strange 
error ; yet it is an error into which bad men may naturally 
be distressed. For it is impossible to bid defiance to final ruin, 
without some refuge in imagination, some presumption of es- 
cape. And what presumption is there ? There are but two in 
nature; but two, within the compass of human thought. And 
these are, — ^That either GOD will not, or can not punish. 
Considering the divine attribution, the first is too gross to be- 
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OF THE SEVENTH NIGHT. 



In the Sixth Night arguments were drawn^ 6*019 Nature> in proof of 
imm9rtalitj: Hen, oAken are drawn from Man: From his Discm- 
tent, — from his Passions and Powers — from the gradual growth of 
Reason, — from his fear of Death — ^from the nature of Htfie, and of 
Virtue — from Knowledge, and Love, as being the most essential pro- 
perties of the souWfrom the Order o^ Creation — from the nature of 
Ambition, Avarice, Pkasure^ A digression on the grandeur of 
the Passions^ Immortality alone renders our present state intelligi- 
ble. An objection from the Stoics disbelief of immortality an* 
swered. Endless questions unresolvable, but on supposition of our 
immortality. Thenatural^ most melancholy^ and pathetic complaint 
of a worthy man, under the persuasion of no futurity. The gross 
absurdities and horrors o( anniiilation urg'd home on Lorenzo. 
The soul's vast importance — ^from whence it arises — The Difficulty 
of being an infidel — ^the Iff amy — ^The Casue, and the Character, of 
an infidel state. What true free-thinking is. The necessary pu^ 
nishment of the false. Man's ruin is from himsef. An infidel ac- 
cuses himself of guilt, and hypocrisy, and that of the worst sort. 
His obligation to Christians — ^What danger he incurs by Virtue — 
Vice recommended to him — His high pretences to Virtue, and Bene^ 
volence, exploded. The conclusion, on the nature oi Faith, — Reason 
and H(pe ; with an apology for this attempt. 
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^'N gives the need foil, but neglected call. 
S^^day, what hour, but knocks at human hearts, 
Le the soul to sense of future scenes ? 
stand, like Mercurr/% in ew^ry way, 
dndly point us to our journey's end. 
who couldst make immortals ! art thou dead ? 
thee joy: Nor will I take my leave; 
3n to follow. Man but dives in death ; 
\ from the sun, in fairer day to rise ; 
{^rave, his subterranean road to bliss. 
S^finite indulgence plann'd it so s 
|various parts our glorious story runs ; 
jives the preface, endless age unrolls 
Iblume (ne'er unrollM !) of human fate. 
iV, earth and skies * already have proclaim'd. 
fworld's a prophecy of worlds to come ; 
who, what God foretells (who speaks in things, 
otH louder than in words J shall dare deny ? 
If nature^s arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new leaf, and stronger read in man. 



Night the Sixth. 
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If man sleeps on, untaught by what he seesy 
Can he prove infidel to what h^ feels ? 
He, whose blind thought futurity denies. 
Unconscious bears, Bellerophon ! like thee. 
His own indictment ; he condemns himself; 
Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life ; 
Or, naturcy there, imposing on her sons. 
Has written fables ; man was made a lye. 

Why discontent for ever harboured there ? 
Incurable consumption of our peace ! 
Resolve me, why, the cottager^ and kingy 
He, whom sea-sever*d realms obey, and he 
Who steals his whole dominion firom the waste. 
Repelling winter blasts with mud and straw. 
Disquieted alike, draw sigh for sigh. 
In fate so distant, in complaint so near? 

Is it, that things terrestrial can't content ? 
Deep in rich pasture will thy flocks complain ? 
Not so ; but to their master is deny'd 
To share their sweet serene. Man, ill*^ ease. 
In this, not his own place, this foreign field. 
Where nature fodders him with other food. 
Than was ordained his cravings to suffice. 
Poor in abundance, famish'd at a feast. 
Sighs on for something more, when most enjoy'd. 

Is heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee ? 
Not so ; thy pasture richer, but remote ; 
In part, remote ; for that remoter part 
Man bleats from instincty tho' perhaps, debauch'd 
By sense, his reason sleeps nor dreams the cause 
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The cause how Qbvious, when his reasbn wakes 1 

His grief is but his grandeur in disguise ; 

And discontent is immoriality. 

Shall sons of aether, shall the blood of heav'n. 

Set up their hopes on earth, and stable hercy 

With brutal acquiescence in the mire ? 

Lorenzo ! no ! they shall be nobly pain'd ; 

The glorious /orea^Ti^r^, distrest, shall sigh 

On thrones 3 and thou congratulate the sigh : 

Man's misery declares him bom for bliss ; 

His anxious heart asserts the truth I sing. 

And gives the sceptic in his head the lye. 

Our heads, our hearts, our passions^ and our pow'rs^ 

Speak the same language ; call us to the skies: 

Unripen'd these in this inclement clime. 

Scarce rise above conjecture, and mistake ; 

And for this land of trifles those too strong 

Tumultuous rise, and tempest human life : 

What prize on earth can pay us for the storm ? 

Meet objects for our passions heav*n ordain'd. 

Objects that challenge all their fire, and leave 

No fault, but in defect : Blest Heav n ! avert 

A bounded ardor for unbounded bliss ! 

for a bliss unbounded ! Far beneath 

A soul immortal, is a mortal joy. 

Nor are our powers to perish immature ; 

But, after feeble effort here^ beneath 

A brighter sun, and in a nobler soil, 

Transplanted from this sublunary bed. 

Shall flourish fair, and put forth all their bloom. 
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Reason progressive, instinct is complete ; 
Swift instinct leaps ; slow reason feebly climbs* 
Brutes soon their zenith reach ; their little all 
Flows in at once ; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Were man to live coeval with the sun. 
The patriarch-pupil would be learning still ; 
Yet, dying, leave his lesson half unlearnt. 
Men perish in advance, as if the sun 
Should set ere noon, in eastern oceans drown^ y 
If fit, with diviy illustrious to compare. 
The sun's meridian with the soul of man. 
To man, why, stepdame nature ! so severe ? 
Why thrown aside thy master-piece half-wrought. 
While meaner efforts thy last hand enjoy ? 
Or, if abortively, poor man must die. 
Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in dread? 
Wliy curst with foresight ? Wise to misery ? 
Why of his proud prerogative the prey ? 
Why less pre-eminent in rank, than pain ? 
His immortality alone can tell ; 
Full ample fund to balance all amiss. 
And turn the scale in favour of tbe just I 

His immortality alone can solve 
The darkest of anigmasy human hope ,• 
Of all the darkest, if at death we die. 
Hope^ eager hope, th' assassin of our joy, 
AW present blessings treading under foot. 
Is scarce a milder tyrant than despair. 
With no past toils content, still planting new. 
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I jturns us o'er to^eath alpn^ for ease, 

rsiouy why more la^teiess than pursuit ? 
P s a wish far dearer than a crown ? 

y msh ac<po«nplish'd> why, the grave of bliss? 

\ se, itt the ^rea^/wtore bury*d deep, 

^^ d our plans of Empire, and renown, 
S. // that man with ardor should pursue ; 

IE who made him, bent him to the right, 
n's heart th' Almighty to the future sets, 
:ret and inviolable springs ; 
nakes his hope his sublunary joy. 
— . heart eats all things, and is hungry still ; 
" More, more !" the glutton cries : For something new 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount. 
He will descend. He starves on the possest. 
Hence, the world's master, from ambition's spire. 
In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the brute. 
In that rank sty why wallow'd empire's son 
Supreme ? Because he could no higher fly j 
His riot was ambition in despair. 

Old ^(??we consulted birds ; Lorenzo! thou 
^ith more success, the flight oi hope survey; 
Of restless hope, for ever on the wing. 
High-perch'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon sits. 
To fly at all that rises in her sight ; 
And never stooping, but to mount again 
Kext moment, she betrays her aim's mistake. 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 

There should it fail us (it must fail us there, 
l{ being fails) more mournful riddles rise, 
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And virtue vies with hope in mystery. 

Why virtue? Where its praise, its being, fled? 

Virtue is true self-interest pursu'd : 

What true self-interest of g'M/fc-mortal man ? 

To close with all that makes him. happy here. 

If vice (as sometimes) is our friend on earth. 

Then vice is virtue ; 'tis our sovWeign good. 

In self-applause is virtue's golden prize ; 

No self-applause attends it on thy scheme : 

Whence self-applause ? Froni conscience of the rij 

And what is right, but means of happiness ? 

No means of happiness when virtue yields ; 

That basis failing, falls the building too. 

And lays in ruin ev'ry virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blameless heart. 
So long rever'd, so long reputed wise. 
Is weak ; with rank knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Why beats thy bosom with illustrious dreams 
Ofselfrcxposure, laudable, and great ? 
Of gallant enterprize, and glorious death ? 
Die for thy country ! Thou romantic fool ! 
Seize, seize the plank thyself, and let her sink : 
Thy country ! what to Thee ? — The Godhead^ wha 
(I speak with awe !) tho' He should bid thee bleed i 
If, with thy blood, ihyjinal hope is spilt. 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow. 
Be deaf; preserve thy being j disobey. 

Nor is it disobedience : Know, Lorenzo ! 
Whatever th' Almighty's subsequent command, 
His first command is this : — " Man, love thyself." 
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In this alone, free-agents are not friec. 
Existence is the basis, bliss the prize : 
If virtue costs existence, His a crime ; 
Bold violation of our law supremCy 
Black suicide ; tho* nations, which consult 
Their gain, at thy expence, resound applause. 
Sbce virtue^s recompence is doudtful, here. 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand. 
Why is man suffered to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man injoin'd ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man betray' d f 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breast. 
By sweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Why whispers nature lyes on virtue's part ? 
Or if blind instinct (which assumes the name 
Of sacred conscience}vDlays the fool in man. 
Why reason made accomplice in the cheat ? 
Vhy are the wisest loudest in her praise ? 
Can man by reason^ beam be led astray ? 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God f 
ince virtue sometimes ruins us on earth. 
Or both are true ; or, man survives the grave. 

Or man survives the grave, or own, Lorenzo, 
Thy boast supreme, a wild absurdity. 
Dauntless thy spirit ; cowards are thy scorn, 
Grant man immortal^ and thy scorn is just. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, 
Dares rush on death — -because he cannot die. 

rut if man loses All, when life is lost, 
e lives a coward, or a fool expires. 
N 2 
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A daring infidel (and such there are. 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. 
Or pure heroical defect of thought). 
Of all earth's madmen, most deserves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renown'd 
For valour, virtue, science, all we love, 
And all we praise ; for worthy whose noontide beait 
Enabling us to think in higher style. 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers ^ 
Dream we, that lustre of the moral world 
Gk>es out in stench, and rottenness the close ? 
Why was he wise to know, and warm to prais€, 
And strenuous to transcribe, in human life. 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that fate. 
Just when the lineaments began to shine. 
And dawn the Deity, should snatch the draught, 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The skies alarm, lest angels too might die ? 

If human souls, why not angelic too 
Extinguish 'd ? and a solitary God, 
O'er ghastly riiin, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in man ? 
The next, lose man for ever in the dust ? 
From dust we disengage, or man mistakes^ 
And there, where least his judgment fears a flaw, 
Wisdom and tvorth, how boldly he commends ! 
Wisdom and toorth, are sacred names -, revered. 
Where not embraced -, applauded ! deify'd ! 
Why not compassion' d too ? If spirits die. 
Both are calamities, inflicted both. 
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To make us but more wretched ; Wisdom* s eye, 

Acute, for what? To spy more miseries ? 

And worth, so recompensed, new-points their stings. 

Or man surmounts the grave, or gain is loss. 

And worth exalted humbles us the more. 

Thou wilt not patronize a scheme that makes 

Weakness, and vice, the refuge of mankind. 

** Has virtue, then, no joys?*' — ^Yes, joys dear-bought. 
Talk ne'er so long, in this imperfect state. 
Virtue and vice are at etemal war* 
Virtue's a combat ; and who fights for nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for small reward ? 
Who virtue's self-reward so loud resound. 
Would take degrees angelic here below. 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray, 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 
The crown, th' unfading crown, her soul inspires t 
'Tis That, and That alone, can countervail 
The body's treacheries, and the world* $ assaults : 
On earth's poor pay our famisht virtue dies. 
Truth incontestable ! In spite of all 

ABayle has preach'd, or a V £ believ^d^ 

In man the more we dive, the more we see 

Heav'n's signet stamping an immortal make. 
t I)ive to the bottom of his soul, the base 
I Sustaining all ; what find we ? Knowledge, Lovt. 

As light and heat, essential to the sun. 

These to the soul. And why^ if souls expire ? 

How little lovely here f How little known ? 

Small knowledge we dig up with endless toil i 

And love unfeign'd may purchase perfect hate. 

N 3 
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Why starv'd, on earth, our an^el appetites ^ 

While brutal are indulg'd their fulsome fill? 

Were then capacities divine conferred, 

As a mock diadem, in savage sport. 

Rank insult of our pompous poverty ^ 

Which reaps but pain, from seeming claims so fair? 

In future age lies no redress ? And shuts 

Eternity \\\e door on our complaint ? 

If so, for what strange ends were mortals made ? 

The worst to w'^/fote;, and the best to weep ; 

The man who merits most, must most complain : 

Can we conceive a disregard in heav'n. 

What the worst perpetrate, or best endure f 

This cannot be. To love, and know, in man 
Is boundless appetite, and boundless pow'r y 
And these demonstrate boundless objects too. 
Objects, pow'rs, appetites, heav'n suits in All ; 
Nor nature thro', e'er violates this sweet. 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful string. 
Is man the sole exception from her laws ? 
Eternity struck off from human hope, 
(I speak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man is a monster, the reproach of heav'n, 
A stain, a dark impenetrable cloud 
On nature's beauteous aspect ; and deforms, 
(Amazing Jblot !) deforms her with her lord. 
If such is man's allotment, *what is heav'n ? 
Or own the soul immortal, or blaspheme. 

Or own the soul immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock-majesty ! go, man I 
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And bow to thy superiors of the stall ; 

Thro* ev'ry scene of sense superior far : 

They graze the turf untill'd ; they drink the stream 

XJnbrew'd, and ever full, and unembitter'd 

With doubts, fears, fruitless hopes, regrets, despairs 5 

Mankind's peculiar I reason's precious dower ! 

No foreign clime thej/ ransack for their robes ; 

Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar ; 

Their good is good intire, unmixt, unmarr'd ; 

Xhey find a paradise in ev'ry field. 

On houghs forbidden where no curses hang : 

Their ill no more than strikes the sense 5 unstrecht 

By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : » 

When the worst comes, it comes unfear'd ; one stroke 

Begins, and ends their woe : They die but once; 

Blest, incommunicable privilege ! . for which 

Piroud man, who rules the globe, and reads the stars, 

f^Jiilosopher, or hero, sighs in vain. 

Account for thia prerogative in brutes. 
No day, no glimpse of day, to solve the knot. 
But what beams on it from eternity. 
O sole, and sweet solution ! That unties 
The diflficult, and softens the severe 5 
The cloud on nature's beauteous face dispels ; 
Restores bright order s casts the brute beneath ; 

And re-inthrones us in supremacy 

Of joy, ev*n here: Admit immortal life. 

And virtue is knight-£rmntry no more ; 

Each virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 

Far richer in reversion : Hope exults ; 
N 4 
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And *tho much bitter in our cup is thrown. 
Predominates, and gives the taste of heaven. 
O wherefore is the Deity so kind'? 
Astonishing beyond astonishment ! 
Heav'n our reward — ^for heaven enjoy'd behw* 

Slill unsubdu'd thy stubborn heart f — For there 
The traitor lurks who doubts the truth I eing. 
Reason is guiltless ; zoilt alone rebels. 
What, in that stubborn heart, if I should find 
New, unexpected witnesses 'gainst thee ? 
Ambition^ pleasure, and the love of gain / 
Canst thou suspect^ that these, which make the soul 
The slave of earth, should own her heir of heav*n? 
Canst thou suspect what makes us disbelieve 
Our immortality, should prove it sure ? 
, First, then, ambition summon to the bar* 
Ambition's shame, extravagance, disgust , 
And inextinguishable nature, speak. 
Each much deposes ; hear them in their turn. 

Thy soul, how passionately fond oifame ! 
How anxious, that fond passion to conceal ! 
We blush, detected in designs on praise, 
Tho' for best deeds, and from the best of men. 
And why ? Because immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the soul ; 
Heav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow ; 
Bids it ascend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's ingtorious aim. 
Which stoops to court a character from man; 
While o'er us, in tremendous judgment sit 
Far more than man^ with endless praise and blame. 
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AmbitioD's boundless cq^petitei out-speaks 
The verdict of its shame. When souls take fire 
At high presumptions of their own desert. 
One age is poor applause ; the mighty shout. 
The thunder by the Wvagfew begiii3i. 
Late time must echo ; worlds unborn, resound. 
We wish our names eternally to live : 
Wild dream, which ne*er had haunted human tboiight 
Had not our nat'ures been eternal too. 
Instinct points out an intVest in hereafter ; 
But our blind reason sees not where it lies ; 
Or, seeing, gives the substance for the shade. 

Fame is the shade of immortality. 
And in itself a shadow. Soon as caught. 
Contemned ; it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. 
Consult th' ambitious, 'tis ambition's cure. 
** And is This all ?'* cry'd C^s ar it hisr height, 
Disgusted. This third proof ambition brings 
Of immortality. The first in fame, 
Observe him near, your envy will abate : 
Sham'd at the disproportion vast, between 
The passion, and the purchase, he will sigh 
At such success, and blush at his renown. 
And why ? Because far richer prize invites 
Mis heart ; &r more illustrious glory calls i 
It calls in whispers, yet the deafest hear. 

And can ambition ?l fourth proof supply ? 
It can, and stronger than the former three \ 
Yet quite o*er-look'd by some reputed wise. 
Tho' disappointments in ambition painy 
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And tho* success disgusts s yet still, Lorenzo ! 

In vain we strive to pluck it from our hearts ; 

By nature planted for the noblest ends. 

Absurd the fam'd advice to Pyrritus given. 

More prais'd,than ponder'd ; specious, but. unsound f 

Sooner that hero's szvord the world had queird. 

Than reason, his ambition. Man must soar. 

An obstinate activity within. 

An insuppressive spring, will toss him up 

In spite oi fortune^ s load. Not kings alone. 

Each villager has his ambition too ; 

No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd slave : 

Slaves build their little Babylons of straw. 

Echo the proud Assyrian^ in their hearts. 

And qry, — " Behold the wonders of my might T' 

And why ? Because immortal as their lord 5 

And souls immortal must for ever heave 

At something great; the glitter, or the gold ; 

The praise of mortals, or the praise of heaven. 

Nor absolutely vain is humafi praise. 
When human is supported by divine. 
I'll introduce Lorenzo to Himself j 
Pleasure and pride (bad masters) share our hearts. 
As love of pleasure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race j 
The love o( praise is planted to protect. 
And propagate the glories of the mind. 
What is it, but the love of praise, inspires. 
Matures, refines, embellishes, exalts. 
Earth's happiness? From that, the delicate. 
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The grand, the marvellous, of civil life. 

Want and convenience, under-workers, lay 

The basis, on which love of glory builds* 

Nor is thy life, O virtue ! less in debt 

To praise, thy secret stimulating friend. 

Were men not proud, what merit should we miss ! 

Pride made the virtues of the pagan world. 

Praise is the salt that seasons right to man. 

And whets his appetite for moral good. 

Thirst of applause is virtue's second guard ; 

Season, her first ; but reason w^nts an aid i 

Our private reason is a flatterer ; 

Thirst of appause calls j&mW/c judgment in. 

To poise our own, to keep an even scale, 

And give endangered virtue fairer play. 

Here ^ fifth proof arises, stronger still : 
Why this so nice construction of our hearts ? 
These delicate moralities of sense; 
This constitutional reserve of aid 
To succour virtue, when our reason fails ; 
If virtue, kept alive by care and toil. 
And oft the mark of injuries on earth. 
When labour'd to maturity (its bill 
Of disciplines, and pains, unpaid) must die ? 
Why freighted-rich, to dash against a rock ? 
Were man to perish when most fit to live, 
O how fniS'Spent were all these stratagems. 
By skill divine inwoven in our frame ! 
M^ere are heav'n*s holiness and mercy fled I 



Laughs heaven, at once, at virtue, and at man f 
If not, why that discourag'd, this destroy'd ? 

Thus far ambition. What says ai>arice ? 
This her chief maxim, which has long been Thine : 
" The wise and wealthy are the same," — ^I grant it* 
To store up treasure with incessant toil, 
77iis is man's province, this his highest praise. 
To this great end keen instinct stbgshim on. 
To guide that instinct, reason ! is thy charge 5 
*Tis thine to tell us where true treasure lies : 
But, reason failing to discharge her trust. 
Or to the deaf discharging it in vain j 
A blunder follows ^ and blind industry, 
Gaird by the spur, but stranger to the course, 
(The course where stakes of more than gold are won) 
O'er-loading, with the -cares of distant age. 
The jaded spirits of the present hour^ 
Provides for an eternity below* 

" Thou shalt not covet,' is a wise command ; 
But bounded to the wealth the sun surveys : 
Look farther, the command stands quite reycrs*d> 
And avarice is a virtue most divine. 
Is faith a refuge for our happiness f 
Most sure : And is it not for reason too ? 
Nothing this world unriddles, but the next, 
Whence inextinguishable thirst of gain ? 
From inextinguishable life in man : 
Man, if not meant, hy worth, to reach the skies, 
Had wanted wing to fly so far in guilt. 
Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice. 
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Yet still their root is immortalUrf t 
These its wild growths so bitter, and so base, 
(Pain and reproach !) religion can reclaim. 
Refine, exalt, throw down their poisonous lee. 
And make them sparkle in the bowl of bliss. 

See, the third witness laughs at bliss remote. 
And falsely promises an Eden here : 
Truth she shall speak for once, tho* prone to lye, 
A common cheat, and Pleasure is her name. 
To pleasure never was Lorenzo deaf ; 
Then hear her now, now Jirst thy real friend. 

Since nature made us not more fond than proud 
Of happiness (whence hypocrites in joy ! 
Makers of mirth ! artificers of smiles !) 
Why should the joy most poignant sense affords. 
Bum us with blushes, and rebuke our pride ? — 
Those heav*n-bom blushes tell us man descends^ 
Ev*n in the zenith of his earthly bliss : 
Should reason take her infidel repose. 
This honest instinct speaks our lineage high ; 
This instinct calls on darkness to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the stalls. 
- Our gbry covers us with noble shame^ 
And he that's unconfounded, is unmanned. 
The man that blushes, is not quite a brute. 
Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo ! will I close, 
Pleasure is good, apd man for pleasure made ; 
But pleasure full of glory, as of joy j 
Pleasure, which neither blushes, nor expires. 
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The witnesses are heard ; the cause is o'er ; 
Let conscience file the sentence in her court. 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey ; 
Thus seal'd by truthy th* authentic record runs, 

" Know AH ; know, infidels,^— unapt to know! 
** 'Tis immortality your nature solves 5 
" Tis immortality decyphers man, 
** And opens all the mysteries of his make. 
^* Without it, half his instincts are a riddle ; 
" Without it, all his t;/r/a^^ are a dream. 
" His very crimes attest his dignity ; 
" His sateless thirst oi pleasure, gold, zr\d /ame^ 
" Declares him born for blessings iti/inite : 
" What less than infinite makes un-absurd 
" Passions, wbich all on earth but more inflames ? 
" Fierce passions, so mis-measur'd to this scene, 
" Stretched out, like eagles wings, beyond our nest, 
*^ Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 
" For earth too large, presage a nobler flight, 
" And evidence our title to the skies.*' 

Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind ! 
Whose constitution dictates to your pen. 
Who, cold yourselves, think ardour comes from hell ! 
Think not our passions from corruption sprung, 
Tho' to corruption now they lend their wings ; 
That is their mistress, not their mother. All 
(And justly) reason deem divine: I see, 
I feel a grandeur in the passions too. 
Which speaks their high descent, and glorious end s 
Which speaks them rays of an eternal fire. 
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In Paradise itself they burnt as strong. 

Ere Adam fell 5 tho* wiser in their aim. 

Like the proud Eastern, struck by providence, 

Whattho' our passions are run mad, and stoop 

With low, terrestrial appetite, to graze . 

On trash, pii toys> dethroned from high desire ? 

Yet still, thro' their disgrace, no feeble ray 

Of greatness shines, and tells us whence they fell : 

But these (like that fall'n monarch when reclaimed). 

When reason moderates the reign aright. 

Shall re-ascend, remount their former sphere. 

Where once they soar'd illustrious ; ere reduced 

By wanton Eve s debauch, to stroll on earth. 

And set the sublunary world on fire. 

But grant their phrenzy lasts ^ their phrenzy fails 
To disappoint one providential end. 
For which heav'n blew up ardor in our hearts : 
Were reason silent, houridlcss passion speaks 
A future scene of boundless objects too. 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 
Eternal day ! Ti^ that enlightens All ; 
And All, by that enlighten'd, proves it sure. 
Consider man as an immortal being, 
Intelligible All ! and All is great ; 
A chrystalline transparency prevails. 
And strikes full lustre thro' the human sphere : 
Consider man as mortal. All is dark. 
And wretched ; reason weeps at the survey. 

The learn 'd Lorenzo cries, " And let her weep, 
** Weak, modern reason : Ancient times were wise. 
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" ^wMon/y, that venerable guiide, 

" Stands on my part ; the fam*d Atheman porcb 

" (And who for wisdom so renown'd as They ?> 

" Deny'd this immortality taman.** 

I grant it ; but affirm, they prao^d it too. 

A riddle this? — ^Have patience ; Til explain. 

What noble vanities, what moral flights^ 
Glitt'rJng thro' their romantic wisd(^n's p3ge> 
Make tis, at once, despise them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to these high-season'd Sires; 
They leave th' extravagance of song below. 
" Flesh shall not feel ; oXy feeling, shall txiyyf 
*• The dagger, or the rack ; to them, alike 
" A bed of roses, or the burning boll.** 
In men exploding all beyond the grave. 
Strange doctrine. This ! As doctrine^ it was strange j 
But not, as prophecy ; for such it proved. 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfiU'd : 
They feign'd a firmness Christians need not feign. 
The Christian truly triumphed in the flame : 
The Stoic saw, in double wonder lost. 
Wonder at Them, and Wonder at Himself, 
To find the bold adventures of his thought 
Not bold, and that he strove to He in v^in. 

Whence, then, those thoughts ? Those tow'ring 
thoughts, that flew 
Such monstrous heights? From ifistinctj and firom 

pride. 
The glorious instinct of a deathless soul, 
Confus'dly conscious of her dignity. 



V 
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Suggested truths they could not understand. 
In lust^s dominion, and in passiorCs storm, 
Truth^s system broken, scattered fragments lay. 

As light in chaos, glimm'ring thro' the gloom : 

Smit with the pomp of lofty sentiments, 

Reas'd jonrf^ proclain^'d, what reason disheliev'd. 

JPride^ like \h^ Delphic priestess, with a swell, 

Rav'd nonsense, destin'd to h^ future sense, 

When life immortal, in full day, shall shine ; 

And deaths dark shadows fly the gospel sun. 

They spoke, what nothing but immortal souls 

Could speak; and thus the truth they questioned, 
prov'd. 
Can then absurdities, bs well as crimes, 

Speak man immortal? All things speak him so. 

Much has been urg'd ; and dost thou call for more ? 

Call ; and with endless questions be distrest, 

All unresolvable, if earth is All. 

" Why life, a moment ; infinite, desire ? 

** Our wish. Eternity ? Our home, the Grave? 

" Heav'n's promise dormant lies in human hope^ 
** MTho zoishes life immortal, proves it too. 
" Why happiness pursu'd, tho' never found ? 
" Man's thirst of happiness declares It is, 
" (For nature never gravitates to nought) j 
** That thirst unquencht declares It is not Here. 
** My Lucia, Thy Clarissa, call to thought; 
** Why cordial friendship riyttted so deep, ' 
'* As hearts tQ pierce at first, at parting, rend, 
"* If fiiend, and friendship, vanish in an hour? 
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" Is not Thlstoriniiit inlheffiasfc of j<^? ' : 
" Why by rqftectim m£in'dtht jays o( sense f 
" Why pasty and futures preying on durhearts> 
" And putting all bur pfesent joys to death ? ^ 
** Why hhouTs reason f instinct were a$ Wll; 
" Instinct far better 5 what can chiise, cqil VW»\: 
** O how infallible the thoughlless brak ! ^ - ! • 
" Twere well his Holiness were half assure. 
" J?ea^(?w with inclinatioHi why ^t'^kt i ''^ ^ 
" Why sense of guilt ? why conscience M^ tn arms?" 

Conscience of guilt, is prophecy of pain, 
A«d bosomHcouncil 16 decline tb^e blow. 
Reason with inclination ne'er had jarr'd. 
If nothing future paid forbearance Here : 
Thus oil — Thiese, and a thousand pleas uncaU'd, 
All pr&Atisey some ensure^ a second scene. 5 
Which, were if dovhtfuly would be dearer for 
Than all things else most certain ; were lifaise^ 
What truth on earth so precious as the lye ? 
This world it gives us, let what will ensue ; 
This worW it gives, in that high cordial, hope^ 
The future of the present is the soul : 
How this life groal&s, when sever^4 from ijd^nextl 
Poor mutilated wretch, that disbelieves ! . ^ 
By dark distrust his being cut in two. 
In both parts perishes 5 life void of joy, » 
Sad prelude ofEterniiy in pain ! 

Couldst thdU persuade me, the t>^xt life ^c^ldfeil 
Our ardent Wish^is i hjoW should I pbur oiit ' / 
My bleeding hesirt in aiipgtiish^'w^i^, as deep I >i^^ ' 
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Oh ! With what thoughts, thy hopCy and my despair^ 

Abhorr'd annihilation ! blasts the soul. 

And wide ^^tends the bounds of human woe ! 

Could I believe Lorenzo's system true. 

In this black channel would my ravings run. 

" Grief from the future borrowed peace, ere wWle. 

''The future vanisht I and the present pained! 

'* Strange import of unprecedented ill ! 

^* Fall, how profound ! Like Litcifbr's the fell ! 

^* Unequal fate ! His fall, without his guilt ! • 

* From where fond hope built her pavilion high, 

'* The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 

* To night ! To nothing ! Darker still than night, 

* If 'twas a dreamy why wake me, my worst Foe, 

* Lorenzo! boastful of the name of Friend ! 

* O for delusion ! O for error still ! 

* Could vengeance strike much stronger than to plant 
'* A thinking being in a world like This, . ' 

*' Not over-rich before, now? beggar'd quite ; 

*' More curst than at the/ar// ? — ^The sun goes out 1 

** The thorns shoot up ! What thorns in every thought f 

** Why sense of better ? It imbitters worse. 

** Why sense ? why life ? If but to sigh, then sink 

" To what I was ! twice nothing ! and much woe I 

*^ Woe, from heav'n's bounties I woe from what was 

wont * 

" To flatter njost, high intellectual pow'rs. 
^^ Thought f virtue, knowledge! blessings, by My 

scheme, 
** All poison'd into pains. First, knowledge^ once 

o 2 
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*' My soul's ambition, now her greatest dread. 
" To know myself^ true wisdom ? No, to shun 
^* That shocking science, parent of despair ! 
** Avert thy mirror : If I see, I die. 

** Knoxv my Creator I Climb His blest abode 
'* By painful speculation, pierce the veil, 
" Dive in His nature, read His attributes, 
" And gaze in admiration — on ^foCy 
" Obtruding life, with-holding happiness! 
" From the full rivers tha^ surround his throne, 
" Not letting fall one drop of joy on man ; 
" Man grasping for one drop, that he might ceaise 
" To curse his birth, nor envy reptiles more ! 
** Ye sable clouds ! ye darkest shades of night ! 
*' Hide HiiUy for ever hide Him, from my thought, 
** Once all my comfort ; source, and soul of joy ! 
" Now leagu'd with furies, and with * Thee^ against 
'' me. 

" Know hisnidiievements f Study his renown ? 
" G)ntemplate this amazing universe, 
" Dropt from His hand, with miracles replete ! 
** For what ? 'Mid miracles of nobler name, 
" To find one miracle of misery ? 
" To find the Being, which alone can know 
" And praise His works, a blemish on His praise ? 
" Thro' nature's ample range, in thought, to stroll, 
** And start at man^ the single mourner There^ 
" Breathing high hope ! chain 'd down to pangs, and 
" death? 

* Lorenzo. 
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'* Knowing is suflF'ring 2 And shall virtue share 

'* The sigh oi knowledge ? — Virtue shares the sigh. 

** By straining up the steep of excellent y 

" By battles fought, and, from temptation, won, 

" What gains she, but the pang of seeing worth, 

** Angelic "wbrthj soon, shuffled, in the dark / ' 

** With ev'ry vice, and swept to brutal dust? . '' 

** Merit is madness; virtue is a critne ;. 

*^ A crime to r^a^^w, if it costs us pai» 

** Unpaid: What pain, amidst a thousand more, 

** To think the most abandoned, after days . 

** Of triumph o*er their betters, find in death 

** As soft a pillow, nor make ./bwfcr clay ! 

" Duty ! Religion /- — ^These, our duty done, 
'* Imply reward. lUligionis, m\si?kt. 
'* Duty ! — ^'Iliere's non^e, but to repel the cheat. 

* Ye cheats ! away ! ye daughters of my pride ! 

* Who feign yourselves the fav-rites of the skies : 

* Ye tow 'ring hopes ! abortive energies ! 

'* That toss, and struggle, in my lying breast, 

** To scale the skies, and build presumptions There, 

** As I were heir of an Eternity. 

** Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 

*^ Why travel for in quest of sure defeat ? 

" As bounded as my being, be my wish. 

" All is inverted, wisdom is a fool. 

** Sense ! take the rein ; blind passion ! drive us on s 

" And ignorance ! befriend us on our way; 

** Ye newy but truest patrons of our peace ! 

** Yes ; give the pulse full empire ; live the brutd 

o 3 



19B TH£.OOMPI/iAil!llT. NIGHT VII. 

" Since, as the brute, wfe die. ITiejpttfw of nian, 
" Of Godlike aiin ! t© tevdy and to rot. . 

" But not on ei^al tetms with diher brutes : 
" Their revels a more poignant relish yidd, 
*^ And safer too; /Aey never poisons chuse. 
^' Instinct, lliah reason, iilakes more wholesoctie jAeaK 
" And sends allHtiarring mmrntatar away* 
" For sensual life ihei/ best phiiosophizb ; 
" Theirs, that serene, the ^a^ei sought in Vain : 
^' Tinman lalone expostulates, with faeiav'n; 
" His, all the pow'r, BXid all the caus^^ to moiihi; 
** Shall Att»M:a eyes d[fo«edissblve in tears? 
<' And bleed, in angtiish, hone but ^i^Tii^m heists? 
^* The wlde-dxetcht realhi of mfe/Zf(rif^a/ woe, 
" Surpassing ^^iwwa/ far, is All our Ovt'n. 
** In /{/2? so fatally distidgoi^ht^ why 
^* Cast in one lot, confbundbd, luhipt, in ckatk^ 

** £j"e yet in being, wais mankind in guijt? 
•* Why thundery this peculiar r/ow^e against us^ 
^* All-mortal, and AU'Wretched!— H^ve the ^ies 
^* Reasonstof state, their subjects may not scan, • 
" Nor humbly reason, when they sorely sigh ? 
'* All'mortal, and all-wretched ! — Tistoorauqh 
^^ Unparallel-fl inriatune: *Tis too much 
^* On being unrtfuested at Thy hands, 
** Omnipotent! for I see nought but j&oaier. 

"> And why see That? Why thought f To tcwl, and 
eat, 
^' Then make our bed in darkness, needs lio thought* 
" Whal superfluities are reasoning souls I 
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•* Oh|^€ Eternity ! or ThoughJ destroy. i 

^ But withaut:thought)Ourxurae)iteere;balf unfidt; 

'^ Its blonbdd^dge tw:ould spare the dirbbbing heart; 

** And, .iheK^orei 'tia? bestowed, I thadb ,thee, Measdn ! 

^' For aicJiQg /{^fttoo,sfldallca]amitks^ (ij ; . 

^* And giviag^^Jpdit^itatheidnead'of lifiki^.n: r- 

*' Such are ^thy^bfiiniAies l^^WasitthfenitobiK^ ) '' 
** For ?wff, totPcdpksd€m\tlieJbni<alrigl|t8(Bi) v 
'^ Too niu(!ih\fok;^OT'niti^fqattaoiid^emmet>n^ ^ ^ ' 
** ToQiiiudsiifiMrcAiza^^rpeQrtm > ' 

*^ A Idiiger 8&y with esse^ideslnnvi^ui^ i ;' ^ '* 

'' Wretched >r^y6frsi€l»i(toiithis trand o£ p£tins J : ^ ' 
" Wretched capadaylbfpfcrehsy^iAwr^ to/ : • ' 

" Wretched capacity uf dying, i^;! \ i / . T. /, ' 
" Life; ikonght, worthy ftoitdoni,AlHO,i(^^ ^' 

'* Once frieods to peacei; fpem wtx to, ^ foe- . 
^* Deaths then, h^ cHan|gM«fhi& .n[attire« tod : O 
death ! : o!? ^ 

^' Come to my ibo60ini» thou biest giftidf hedvfn f • 
*' Best friend of nian:! sihce n]:aij;k)ifiah<«io mon^.. 
** Why in this thorny wilderness so long, . 
** Since there Vi»D/^i^5;<i2/ai26fs ambrosial bower, 
•* To pay me with ife honey for my $tim^s?. 
^ If needful to the 8el$8h(£idTdmes of hidaveb 
*^ Testing uesore,^^\jvhy'»ibeAit our .misery ?i ' 
** Why this isp siimptuous insplt o er dur heada ? 
" Why this ilkifiCrkyus canopy display'di i 

" Whyis6iB^gniificeritlyIldd^M{jfiS5/iatr/: 
** At stated' peHods, Sfure^retkiming, roUi i 

o 4 
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** These ghrious orbs, ihBta^rt^ls mkfcompvi^ * * 
** Theirlengtfa of labmirs, and x^ pains; nor los6i 
" Ihcir misery's fiiU measure?— -Smiles with flowers, 
** And fruits, prcmuscuoiis, eTer^eeming earth, / 
" That man may languish in Itfji^nVm^ scenes^ 
** And in an. JEflkitt mourn his withered joys? 
" Claimjeauthandiskiesiiian'sadiSiBratiOT 
" For such delights I BhA- animals /too wise v. i 
*• To zc;o7i£{^ / and too hsLp^tQCQmpiainJyyi » 

^^ Our doom decre€d/demBpSsfZvtx>mth^^^ 
" Why not a dungeon dark^ for tUeconi£ei9my^^^ / ' 
" Why not the dragon'sj:subl6ffranea[n.dehV : ^ 
*^ For manito howl in? r:WliyiiJot> his abode 
" Of the same' dismal, NColoirit;Withhts:fate? 
" A Thebes y a .B^zl&^/ibVi, at vast expence ' 
" Of time, toil,' treasure, arti for owk and adders^ 
" As congkiou^, as, for man;, this lofty; dubme, • ' 
*'' Which piortipts proud thought, and kindlesihigh 

" desire ; :•^■ 

'* If, from her humble chamber in the dust, 
" While pr<»idi thought swells, and high desire in- 

" flames, 
" The poor tt;c?rm calk us for her inmates /A^rtf / 
" And, round us, rfeaflbV inexorable hand 
" Draws the dark curtain close ; undrawn no more. 

" Undraxvn no more /-^Behind the cloud of death, 
*' Once, I beheld a sun ; a sun which gilt 
'' That sable cloud, and turn'd it all to gold • , 
" How the grave's alter'd ! Tathomless, as hell ! 
** A 7'eal hell to Those who dreamt of hcaV'n, 
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^ AKHiHiLA-ribir ! How It yawiis before me ! 

' NextxnoQiept I may drop from thought^ from sense, 

' The privilege of a7^er^> and of worms, 

^ An outcast froih existence ! And this 5pirit> 

^ This aH-pervf^ding, this all-conscious sou], 

• This particle of ^energy divihci. 

* Which travels future, flies froln sttt" to star, 

^* And visits gods, and: emulates their powers, * 

** For ever is extinguisbt, Hdcroit ! death ! 

'* Death qf ^4aif death Ifee^less once surveyed I-^— 

" When horror M»n?^w/ shall descend, 

'^ And heav'n'sl dark concave urn ajl human race, 

'^ On that enoonous, unrefundiitg tomb, 

" How just this verse ! tins monumental sigh !** 

Beneath the lumber of demolisht worldsy 

Ifeep in the rubbish of the gaCral tareck^ 

Sw£pt ignominious to the common ma$s 

Of matter ^ never dignify* d with life y 

Here lie proud rationals ; The sons of heaven ! 

The lords of earth ! the property of worms! 

Beings of yesterday, and no to-rhorrow I 

Who liv'd in terror, and in pangs expired / 

All gone to rot in chaos ; or ta make 

Their happy transit into blocks orbnites, ^ 

Nor longer sully their Creator's name. 

. ■ .• '«•' ■ i 
Lorenzo ! hear, p^use, wonder, and pronpi^ce. .1 
Just is this history ? If such is man, > 

Mankind's historii^n, tho* di\ine,m^ght weep. 
And dares Lorenzo smile ! — I know thee proud; 
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For onde Jtrt prirf^ bcfricndi thc6 ; pridelookt p»i^ 
At«W5h *)acqnte>«id tighfe for somotHiflg ta&w. ^'^ 
Amid thy boa^tvp'cstiniptioni^iaid disp^s^ . i 
And art fhdjq theft i sWadbW' ? Lew thari Aadfe ^ ' 
A nothing ^i<3«» than N<ilhkigt?,T^ 
And wo/ to 6e, is lower tliaiiUjiiboraj' ' ! - > ^ 

Art thou/amWrfoiRi f f fWhy^lKfen make the wb^m> • «^^ 
Thine equal ? cRiinfil thy tistei ©f j^fea*^ri*'high^ ' 
Why patronlaisute dearth bf^'ryjdyi?> -> ^^'^ 
Charm tichft\? Why chiise begg-ry i*i this gfiav^, ^ 
OfevVy hope4bafil«Jupt ! 'aVidfof evef ? 5' ' '^^ 
Ambiti0n\pleasMre^,marmi per$uad(^ ihee ■ -^^ » 
To make that;iivo<rM^o£glo*y^iaphi*»e;K!i^feal^ '^ ■ 

They •'i4telyipriwHiheiscaflfs!sttpt:i^ 

What art thou made of? Rather, how Unmade ? 
Great nature's iia3R^teivaf>pietit«^»destr6y'dk! • 

Is endless life, and haippiftcfss, despised ? 
Or both wish't, htre^ where neither can be found ? 
Such man*s perversfe, eternal war with' heav'n ! ., 
Dar'st thou persist ? And is there PQWght on earth, , 
But a long train of tr;w^si)toi;y forms, ; 
Rising, and breaking, niilUons in an hour? 
Bubbles of a fantastic deily^ blown up 
In sport, and tlien in icrueJty destroy 'd ? 
Oh ! for what crime, unmercifiil Lorenzo ! 
Destroys thy scheme the whole of human race ? 
Kind%felf Ltoc'iFfeR, coiripaf'd to Thee : 
Oh ! spare this waste of beirig half-divine ; \ 
And vindicate th' flfcowo/wy of heaven. 

* In the Sixth Night. 
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Heav'n is all low ; all joy in giving joy : 
It never had qreked, but to ^bless : 
And shall it, thenvs^ike off the list of life^ - 

Abeing blest^iCMr wdrthy » to be? 
Heav'n starts at an. amkihilatmg God. 

Is That, all natiiri starts at, thy desire ? 
Art such a clod to wish thyself all clay ? 
What is thit dneadful wish ? — ^The dying gtoah 
0(natur€y muiidcr'd by the biacfkest guilt 
^at deadly poison has thy nature drank i 
To nature Undebaucht no sfaockiso great ; 
Nature's^«< wish is endless hapfiiness j 
Jnnihilatzon is Bii okes-iikowght^ 
A monstrqus wish, unborn till virtue die^. ^ 

^nd, oh ! what depth of horror lies inclos'd ! 
^or non-existence. 130 man ev6r wish t, 
iut, firsts be wishl Ihe Deitt destroyed. 

If so ; what woids are diark enough to draw 
^Thy picture true ? Tlie darkest are tod foir. 
£eneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of desperation, by what fury's aid, 
In what infernal posture of the soUl, 
'-All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
-At such a birth, a birth so near of kin, 
t)id thy io\x\ fancy whelp so black a scheme 
Of hopes ,^h^UvQ9 faculties half-blown, / 

And deities beigun, reduc'd to dust ? 

There's nought (thou say'st) but one eternaltitiic 
Of feeble essences, tumultuous driven 
Ihro' time's rough billows into night's abyss. 
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Say, in this rapid tide of human ruio. 

Is there no rock^ on which man's tossing thought 

Can rest from terror, dare his fate survey. 

And boldly think it something to be borp ? 

Amid such hourly wrecks of being fair. 

Is there no central, all-sustaining basey 

All-realizing, aU-connecting /ww^r. 

Which, as it call'd forth all things, can recAlli 

And force destruction to refund her spoil ? 

Command the grave restore her taken prey ? 

Bid death's dark vale its human harvest yield. 

And earthy and ocedn^ pay their debt of man. 

True to the grand depqsit trusted there f 

Is there no potentate^vfhost outnstretoht arm. 

When ripening time calls forth th* appointed hour, 

Pluckt from foul devastation^^ famisht maw. 

Binds present, pasty zndfutufe, to his throne ? 

His throne, how glorious, thus divinely graced. 

By germinating beings clust'ring rbund !^ 

A garland worthy the divinity ! 

A throne, by heav'n's omnipotence in smiles, 

Built (like ^ pharos towYmg in the waves) 

Amidst immense effusions of his love I 

An ocean of communicated bliss ! 

An all-prolific, all-preserving God ! 
This were a God indeed.— And such is man. 
As here presum'd : He rises from his fall. 
Think'st thou Omnipotence a naked root. 
Each blossom fair of Deity destroy'd ? 
Nothing is dead 5 nay. Nothing sleeps 5 each soul. 
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rhat ever animated human clay. 

Mow wakes ; is on the wing : And where, O where, 

Wi\l the swarm settle ? — ^When the trumpet's call, 

\s soundijng brass, collects us, round heav'n's throne 

IJonglob'd, we bask in everlasting day, 

[Paternal splendor !) and adhere for ever. 

Had not the soul this outlet to the skies. 

In this vast vessel of the universe. 

How should we gasp, as in an empty void ! 

How in the pangs of famisht hope expire ! 

How bright my prospect shines ! how gloomy,. 
thine ! 
A trembling world ! and a devouring god ! 
t.arthy but the Shambles of Omnipotence ! 
Reav'n's face all stain'd with causeless massacres 
Of countless millions, born to feel the pang 
Of being lost. Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
Tins bids us shudder at the thoughts of life, 
yfho would be bom to such a phantom world, 
^here nought substantial but our misery ? 
^^^here joy (if joy) but heightens our distress. 
So soon to perish, and revive no more ? 
The greater such a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, so far from great (and yet how great 
It shines to thee !) theire's nothing real in it ; 
I ^ingy a shadow ; conshousness, a dream ? 
A dream, how dreadful ! Universal blank 
Before it, and behind ! Poor man, a spark 
Froms non-existence struck by wrath divine, 
GlittVing a moment, iior that moment sure. 
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'Midst upper, nether, and surrounding night. 
His sad, sure, sudden, and eternal tomb ! 

Lorenzo ! dost ihoMfeel these arguments ? 
Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt ? 
How hast thou dar*d the Deity dethrone ? 
How dar'd indict Him of a world like this ? 
If ^wcA the world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is crime, but cause of misery ? 
Retract, blasphemer ! and unriddle this. 
Of endless arguments above, betoio. 

Without us, and within, the short result 

" If man's immortal, there's a Gov in heaven.'* 

But wherefore such redundancy ? such waste 
Of argument ? One sets my soul at rest ! 
One obvious, and at hand, and, oh ! — at heart. 
So just the skies. Phi lander's life so pain'd. 
His heart so pure ; that, or succeeding scenes 
Have palms to give, or ne'er had he been bom. 

" What an old tale is this P' Lorenzo cries. 
I grant this argument is old ; but truth 
No years impair ; and had not this been true. 
Thou never hadst despis'd it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy soul ! ^nd fable 
As fleeting as thy joys : Be wise, nor make 
Heay'n's highest blessing vengeance -, O be wise ! 
Nor make a curse of immortality. 

Say, know'st thou what it is, or what thou art ? 
Know'st thou th' importance of a soul immortal I 
Behold this midnight glory : Worlds on worlds f 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze ; 
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Pen thousand a d j and twice ten thousand mdhc ; \ ' 
rhen weigh the Whole ; one soul outweighd thoiii ail]; 
\nd calls th* astonishing magnificence : . \ 

3f unintelligent creation poor. 

For this, believe not tHey no ^iian believe ; ^ ' ^ 
Trust not in wcn-ds, but deeds ; und deeds no less 
Than those of the Supreme ; nor His, alew ; i 

Consult them all; consulted^ all proclaim ' > 

Thy soul's importance : Tremble at thyself 5 
lor whom Omnipotence has wafc'd so long : ' 

Has wak'd, and work'd for ages, from the birth 
Of nature to thh tmbelieving hour. 

In this small pmvince of His vast domain 
[All nature bow, while I pronounce His Name !) 
Wh^t has Gon done, and not fiDr this sole end, 
To rescue souk fipm death ? The sduts high price 
h writ in all the conduct of the skies, 
rhe souts high price is the Creation* s Ke^y 
Unlocks its mystieries, and naked lays ^ 

The genuine cause of ev'rydeed divine : 
7%a^, is the chain of ages^ which maintains 
Their obvious correspondence, and unites 
Most distant periods in one blest design : 
Thaty is the mighty hinge j on which have turn'd 
All revolutions, whether we regard 
The nafral^ civil, or religious, world ; 
The former two but servant? toAe third : 
To that their duty done, they both expire, i 

Their nmss i^wncast, forgot their deeds renmon*d; 
And angels ask, ^' Where once they shon^so/air ?^ ' 
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To lift us from this abject, to subHme i 
This flux, to permanent ; this dark, to day ; 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to serene j 
This mean, to mighty ! — for this glorious end 
Th* Almighty, rising, hisrlong sabbath broke ! 
The world was made j was ruin'd ; was restored ; 
Laws from the ^kies were published ; were repeardj 
On earth kings, kingdoms, rose ; kings, kingdoms^ 

fell; 
Fam'd sages lighted up the pagan world ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Thro* distant age ; saints travell'd ; martyrs bled ; 
By wonders sacred nature stood controurd ; 
The living were translated ; dead were raisM ; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from heaven \ 
And, oh ! for this^ descended lower still ; 
Guilt was hell's gloom ; astonish'd at his guest. 
For one short moment Lucifer ador'd: 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do less? — For thisy 
That halloiv'd page, fools scoff at, was inspired. 
Of all these truths thrice Venerable code ! 
Deists! perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall prostrate, ere you touch it, lest you die. 

Nor less intensely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than those of light, this end to gain. 
O what a scene is here ! — Lorenzo ! wake ! 
Rise to the thought ; exert, expand thy soul 
To take the vast idea : It denies 
All else the name of great. Two warring, worlds ! 
Not Eurape agBxnst Afric ; warring worlds ! 
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Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing 1 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 
High-hov'ring o'er this little brand of strife 1 
This sublunary ball — But strife, for what ? 
In their own cause conflicting ? No j in thine^ 
In man's. His single mi'xQsi blows the flame ; 
His the sole stake ; his fate the trumpet sounds, 
^Vhich kindles war immortal. How it burns ! 
Tumultuous swarms of deities in arms ! 
Force, force opposing, till the waves run high^ 
And tempest nature's universal sphere. 
Such opposites eternal, stedfast, stern. 
Such foes implacable, are good^ and ills 
Vet man, vain man^ would mediate peace between 
them. 

Think not this fiction, " There was tvar in heav'n.'* 
Prom heav'n's high chrystal mountain, where it hung, 
Th* Almighty's out-strecht arm took down his bow : 
And shot his indignation at the deep : 
Ke-thunder'd hell^ and darted all her fires* — 
And seems the stake of little moment still ? 
And slumbers man^ who singly caused the storm ? 
He sleeps. — And art thou shockt at mysteries ? 
Tbe greatest. Thou. How dreadful to reflect, 
What ardor, care, and counsel, mortals cause 
h breasts divine ! How little in their own ! 

Where-e*er I turn, how new proofs pour upon ipe 1 
low happily this wond'rous view supports 
f y former argument 1 How strongly striken 
mmortal life's full demonstration, here ! 
Tiy this exertion ? Why this strange regard 
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From heaven's Omnipotent iiidulg'd to man ?-^ 
Because, in man, the glorious dreadful power. 
Extremely to be pain'd,or blest, for ever. 
/)wrfl(//<7w gives importance ; swells the price. 
An ange], if a creature of a day. 
What would he bfe ? A trifle of no weight ; 
Or stand, or fall ; no matter which ; he^s gotie. 
^i?<?caM^e IMMORTAL, therefore is iridulg'd 
This strange regard of deities to dust. 
Hence, heav-n looks down on earth with all Iter eyes: 
Hence, the soul's mighty moment in her sight : 
H^nce, ev'ry soul has partisans above. 
And ev'ry thought a critic in the skies: 
Hence, clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guard. 
And evVy guard a passion for his charge : 
Hence^ from all age, the cabinet divine 
Has held high counsel o'er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clouds those gracious counsels hid, 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne. 
And Providence came forth to meet niankind : 
In various modes of emphasis and awe. 
He spoke his will, and trembling nature heard ; 
He spoke it loud, in thunder and in storm. 
Witness, thou ^ymfl^e / whose cloud-cover'd height, . 
' And shaken basis, own'd the present God : 1 

Witness, ye billows ! whose returning tide. 
Breaking the chain that fastened it in air. 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell : ^ 
WitnesSy ye Jltimes ! ih* Assyriajt tyrant blew 
To sev'nfold rage, as impotent, as strong : » 
' And thou, earth ! witness, whose expanding jaws 
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Closed o'er * presumpti(ni% sacrilegious sons : 

Has not each element, in turn, subscrib'd 

The squVs high price ^ and sworn it to the wise? 

Has not flame, ocean, aether, earthquake, strove 

To strike this truth, thro' adamantine man ? 

[f not all-adamant, Lor£NZo ! hear ; 

^11 is delusion ; nature is wrapt up, 

Tn tenfold night, from reason's keenest eye j 

rhere's no consistence, meaning, plan, or end, 

[n all beneath the sun, in all above, 

^ As far as man can penetrate) or heaven 

[s an immense, inestimable prize ; 

Or all is Nothing, or that prize is all. — 

And shall each toy be still a match for heaven. 

And full equivalent for groans below ? 

Who would not give a trifle to prevent 

What he would give a thousand worlds to cure ? 

Lorenzo ! thou hast seen (if thine to see) 
All nature, and her God (by nature's course. 
And nature's course controuVd) declare for me : 
The skies above proclaim, " immortal man !" 
And, " man immortal /" all below resounds. 
The world's a system of theology. 
Read by the greatest strangers to the schools ; 
\i honest, leam'd 5 and sages o'er a plough. 
Is not, Lorenzo ! then, impos'd on thee 
ITiis hard alternative -, or, to renounce 
Thy reason, or thy sense -, or to believe ? 

* Koi^AH> &C. 

P 2 
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What then is unbelief? *Tis an exploit ; 
A strenuous enterprize : To gain it, man 
Must burst through evVy bar of common sense. 
Of common shame, magnanimously wrong 5 
And what rewards the sturdy combatant ? 
His prize, repejitance ; infamy y his crown. 

But wherefore infamy ? — For want o^faithy 
Down the steep precipice oiwro7ig\it slides; 
There's nothing to support him in the right. 
Faith in the future wanting, isj at least 
In embryoy evVy weakness, ev'ry guilt j 
And strong temptation ripens it to birth. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed> 
Why not his country sold, his father slain ? 
'Tis virtue to pursue our good supreme ; 
And his supreme, his only good is here. 
Ambition^ av'rice^ by the wise disdain 'd. 
Is perfect wisdom^ while mankind wttfooU^ 
And think a turf, or tomb-stone, covers all : 
These find employment^ and provide for sense 
A richer pasture, and a larger range 5 
And sense by right divine ascends the throne, 
When virtue's prize and prospect are no more 5 
Virtue no more we think the will of heaven. 
Would heav'n quite beggar virtue, if belov'd ? 

" Has toirtue charms ?" — I grant her heav'nly fair; 
But if unportion'd, all will interest wed; 
Tho' that our admiration, this our choicie. 
The virtues grow on immortality -y 
That root destroyed, they wither and expire. 
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A Deity believ'd, will nought avail ; 
Rewards and punishments make God ador'd ', 
And hopes Siud fears give conscience all her power. 

As in the dying parent dies the child. 
Virtue, with immortality, expires. 
Who tells me he denies his soul immortal, 
Whatever his boast, has told me. He's a knave. 
His duty 'tis, to love himself alone ; 
Nor care tho' mankind perish, if he smiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man shall wholly die. 
Is dead already ; nought but brute survives. ^ 

And are there such ? — Such candidates there are 
For more than death ; for utter loss of being. 
Being, the basis of the Deity ! 
Ask you the cause ? — ^The cause thev will not tell : 
Nor need they : Oh the sorceries of sense ! 
They work this transformation on the soul : 
Dismount her, like the serpent at the fall. 
Dismount her from her native wing (which soared 
Ere-while ethereal heights), and throw her down, 
Tolick the dust, and craw'l in such a thought. 
Is it in words to paint you ? O ye fall'n I 

Fall'n from the wings of reason, and of hope ! 

Erect in stature, prone in appetite ! 

Patrons of pleasure, posting into pain ! 

Wers of argument, averse to sense ! 

Boasters of liberty, fast bound in chains ! 

Lords of the wide creation, and the shame ! 
; More senseless than th' irrationals you sporn ! 

More base than those you rule ! Than those you pity, 

p 3 



214 THE COMPLAINT. NIGHT VII. 

Far more undone ! O ye most iiifamous 

Of beings, from superior dignity ! 

Deepest in woe from means of boundless bliss ! 

Ye curst by blessings infinite ! Because 

Most highly favoured, most profoundly lost ! 

Ye motly mass oi contradiction strong ! 

And are you, too, convinc'd, your souls fly off 

In exhalation soft, and die in air, 

From the full flood of evidence against you ? 

In the coarse drudgeries, and sinks of senses 

Your souls have quite worn out the make of heaven, 

By vice new-cast, and creatures of your oWn : 

Buttho' you can deform^ you can't destroy y 

To curscy not uncreate, is all your power. 

Lorenzo ! this black brotherhood renounce ; 
Renounce St. Evremonty and read St. Paul. 
Ere rapt by miracle, by reason wlng'd. 
His mounting mind made long abode in heaven, 
This hfreethinking^ unconfin'd to parts y 
To send the soul, on curious travel bent, 
Thro' all the provinces of human thought ; 
To dart her flight, thro' the whole sphere of man j 
Of this vast universe to make the tour ; 
In each recess of space, and time, at home ; 
Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep ; 
And, like a prince of boundless int'rests there. 
Still most ambitious of the most remote ; 
To look on truth unbroken, and intire ; 
Truth in the system, the full orb ; where truths 
By truths enlighten'd, and sustain'd, afford 
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\ii arch'-Iike^ strong foundation^ to siipport 
rh' incumbent weight of absolute, complete 
Conviction ; here, the more we press, we stand 
^ore firm ; who most examine^ most believe^ 
^arts, like half-sentences, confound ; the whole 
I^nveys the. sense, and God is understood; 
Nho not vafragmenis writes to human race : 
tead his tohok volume, sceptic I then reply. 

This^ this, is thinking frecy a thought that grasps 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Cum up thine eye, survey this midnight scene ; 
What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundless orbs. 
Of human souls, one day, the destined range ! 
And what yon boundless orbs, to godlike vian ? 
Those numerous worlds that throng the firmament. 
And ask more space in iieav'n, can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and still leave room 
For ampler orbs, for new creations, there. 
Can such a soul contract itself, to gripe 
A point of no dimension, of no weight ? 
it can ; it does : The world is such a point : 
And, of Mfli^ point, how small a part enslaves ! 

How small a part--of nothing, shall I §ay ? 
^Vhy not }— Friends, our chief treasure ! how they drop 
IrciA, Narcissa fair. Philander, gone ! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 
A triple mouth ; and, in an awful voice, 
loud calls my soul, and utters all I sing. 
How the world falls to pieces round about us. 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
What says this transportation of my friends ? 

p 4 
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It bids me love the place where now they d welly 
And scorn this wretched spot, they leave so poor. 
Eternity's vast ocean lies before thee ; 
There; there, Lorenzo! thy Clarissa sails. 
Give thy mind sea-room 5 keep it wide of earth. 
That rock of souls immortal', cut thy cord ; 
Weigh anchor; spread thy sails; call ev'ry wind ; 
Eye thy Great Pole-stat ; make the land of life. 

Two kinds of life has double-natured man. 
And two of death ; the last far more severe, 
Jllife animal is nurtured by the sun ; 
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams. 
Life rational subsists in higher food. 
Triumphant in Hiy beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that sun, and are left by fA/v, 
(The fate of all who die in stubborn guilt) 
'Tis titter darkness ; strictly double death, 
We sink by no judicial stroke of heaven, 
But nature's course -y as sure as plumbets fall. 
Since God, or man, must alter, ere they meet, 
(Since light and darkness blend not in one sphere) 
^Tis manifest, Lorenzo ! ivho must change. 

If, then, that double death should prove thy lot. 
Blame 'not the bowels of the Deity ; 
Man shall be blest, as far as tnsin permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals^ heaven arms 
With an illustrious, but tremendous, power 
To counter-act its own most gracious ends ; 
And this, of strict necessity, not choice 5 
Th(^t powV deny'd, meuy angels ^ were no more 
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But passive engines, void of praise, or blame« 

A nature ra^w>nflf/ implies the power 

Of being blest or wretched, as we please ; 

Else idle reason would have nought to do : 

And he that would be barr'd capacity 

Of pain, courts incapacity of bliss. 

Heav'n wills our happiness, alloios our doom ; 

Invites us ardently, but not compels ; 

Heav'n hui persuades ^ almighty man decrees*^ 

Man is the maker of immortal fates, 

Man falls by man, if finally he falls; 

And fall he musty who learns from death alone^ 

The dreadful secret,— That he lives for Ever. 

Why this to Thee ? — ^Thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 

Of second life? But wherefore doubtful still ? 

Eternal life is nature's ardent wish : 

What ardently we wish, we soon believe : 

Thy tardy faith declares that wish destroyed i 

What has destroyed it ?— Shall I tell thee what ? 

y^htn feared thefuture^ 'tis no longer wisht ; 

And, when unwisht, we strive to disbelieve. 

" Thus irifidelittf our guilt betrays:^ 

Nor that the ^t^fe detection ! Blush, Lorenzo; 

Blush for hypocrisy, if not for guilt. 

"^Q future fear' d?—^ An infidel^ and fear? 

Fear what ? a dream ? vl fable ? — How thy dread, 

Ihwilling evidence, and therefore strongs 

AiFords my cause an undesigned support ! 

How disbelitf affirms, what it cjenies ! 

*' //, unaivaresj asserts immortal life^^ — 
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Surprising ; :fi^€if/% turns out ' 

A creed, and a confession of our sips .• 
Apostates^ ihus, are orthodox 4iv:iQei$. . 

Lorenzo! with Loi^enzo (pla^b^no mor^ ; 
Nor logger a transpa^jsnl vi^br We^r^ 
Think'st thou, Relio}oK onltf h^ bjer in^sk ? 
Our infidels are ^i^an's hypocriCesj . 
Pretend the worsts ^od» at the hgXXomyfaiL 
When visited by thought (thpught mU intrude). 
Like him they serye, they tremble^ and believe* 
Is there hypocrisy so foul as this? . 
So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 
What detestation^ what contempt their due ? 
And, if unpaid^ he thank 'd for their escape 
That Christian candor they strive hard to scorn* 
If not for that asylup, they might find 
A hell on earth -y nor 'scape a worse behw. 

With insolence, and impotence of thought. 
Instead of racking, fancy, to reftUe^ 
Reform thy nlanner^, and the truth enjoy^— 
But shall I dare confess the dire result ? 
Can thy proud r^a^w brook so black a brand r 
From piirer manners, tp sUblimer faith. 
Is nature's unavoidabte accent , 
An honest deist^ where" the gospel shines, 
Matur'd to nobler, in the Christian ends. 
When that blest change arrives, e'^en cajst aside 
This song superfluous;; life immortal strikes 
Conviction, in a flood of light divine. 
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A CAw/iflu dwells, like Uriel,* iu the sun ; 

Meridian iridcnce puts doubt to flight ; 

And ardent Aop^ anticipates the skies. 

Of that bright sun, Lorenzo ! scale the sphere; 

'Us easy ! it invites thee ; it descends 

From heaven to wooe, and waft thee whence it came ; 

Read and revere the sacred page ; a page 

Where triumphs immortality i a page 

Which ndt the whole creation could produce ; 

Which not the conflagration shall destroy ; 

Tis printed in the nfiind of gods for ever. 

In nature's ruins not one letter lost. 

In proud disdain of what e'en god? adore. 
Dost smile ?— Poor wretch ! thy g^iardian angel weeps. 
Jngelsy and men, assent to what I sing ; 
Wits smile, and thank me for my midnight dream^ 
How vicious hearts fume phrenzy to the brain ! 
J^arts push us on to pride, and pride to shame j 
Pert infidelity is wif^ cockade. 
To grace the brazen brow that braves the skies. 
By loss of being, dreadfully secure. 
Ix)RENZo ! if thy doctrine wins the day. 
And drives my dreams defeated, from the field ; 
If This is All^ M earth 3. final scene. 
Take heed , stand fast -, be sure to be a knave s 
A knave in grain ! ne'er deviate to the right : 
Should'st thou be good — -How infinite thy loss ! 
Guilt only makes annihilation gain. 

* Milton. 
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Blest scheme ! which life deprives of comfort^ death 
Of hope J and which Vice only reconimends* 
If so, where J infidels ! your bait thrown out 
To catch weak converts ? Where your lofty boast 
Oi, zeal for virtue, and of love to man ? 
Annihilation ! I confess, in these. 

What can reclaim you ? Dare I hope profound 
Philosophers the-converts of a song ? 
Yet know> its title * flatters ^{tit, not me ; 
Yours be the praise to make my title good ; 
Mine, to bless heav'n, and triumph in your praise. 
But since so pestilential your disease, 
Tho* sovereign is the med*cine I prescribe. 
As yet, 1*11 neither triumph, nor despair: 
Biit hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your wisdom — to be wise : 
For why should souls immortal, made for bliss. 
E'er wish (and wish in vain !) that souls could die ? 
What ne'er can die. Oh ! grant to live ; and crown 
The wish, and aim, and labour of the skies; 
Increase, and enter on the joys of heaven ; 
Thus shall my title pass a sacred seal. 
Receive an imprimatur from Above, 
While angels shout — An Infidel reclaimed ! 

To close, Lorenzo ! spite of all my pains. 
Still seepis it strange, that thou should'st live ybr everl 
Js it less strange, that thou should'st live at all ? 
This is a miracle ; and That no more. 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 

* The Infidel Reclaimed. 
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Deny thou art : Then, doubt if thou shall be. , 
A. miracle with miracles inclos'd. 
Is man ^ And starts his faith at what is sttange ? 
What less than wondei*s, from the wonderful \ 
What less than miracles, from God^ can flow ? 
Admit a GOD — that mystery supreme ! 
rhat Cause uncaus'd ! all other wonders cease j 
Mothing is marvellous for Him to do : 
Deny Him — all is mystery besides ; 
Vlillions of mysteries ? Each darker farj 
Phan that thy wisdom would, unwisply shun, 
[f weak thy faith, why choose the harder side ? 
Wt nothing know, but what is marvellous ; 
iTet what is marvellous, we can't believe. 
5o weak our reason, and so great our God^ . 
What most surprises in the sacred page. 
Or full as strange, or stranger, fhust be true. 
F'aith is not reasori's labour, but repose. 

To faith, and virtue, why so backward, man ? 
From hence : — ^The present strongly strikes ui all ; 
^ht future, faintly : Can we, then, be men ? 
If men, Lorenzo ! the reverse is right. 
tieason is man's peculiar : Sense, the brute's. 
rhe present is thef scanty realm of seiise j 
^\e future, reasons empire uncoiifin'd : 
On that expending all her godlike power, 
She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there; 
There, builds her blessings ! There, expects her praise-. 
And nothing asks of fortune, or of men, 
And what is reason ? Be she, thus, defin'd ; 
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Reason is upright stature in the soul. 
Oh ! be a man ! — and strive to be a god. 

" For what ? (thou says't) To damp the joys of life r 
No ; to give heart and substance to thy joys. 
That tyrant hope ; mark how she domineers ; 
She bids us qiiit realities, for dreams : 
Safety and peace, for hazard and alarm ; 
That tyrant o*er the tyrants of the soul. 
She bids ambition quit its taken prize. 
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it sitSy 
Tho* bearing crowns, to spring at distant game ; 
And plunge in toils and dangers— -for repose. 
If hope precarious, and of things, when gain'd. 
Of little moment, and as little stay, 
Can sweeten toils, and dangers into joys; 
What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our leave unask'd? Rich hope of boundless bliss! 
Bliss, past man^s powV to paint it ; timers to close ! 

This hope is earth's most estimable prize : 
This is man's portion, while no more than man : 
Hope, of alh passions, most befriends us here ; 
Passions of prouder name befriend us less. 
Joy has her tears ; and transport has her death -, 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho' strong, 
Man's heart, at once, inspirits and serenes ! 
Nor makes him pay his wisdom for his joys ! 
Tis All, our present state can safely bear. 
Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind ( 
A joy attemper'd ! a chastised delight ! 
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Like the fair summer evening, mild, and sweet ! 
'Tis man's full cup ; his paradise below ! 

A blest hereafter, then, or hop'd, or gained. 
Is All ; — our zvhole of happiness : Full proof, 
I chose no trivial or inglorious theme. 
And know, ye fpes to song ! (well-meaning men, 
Tho' quite forgotten * half your Bible's praise !) 
Important truths j in spite of verse ^ may please : 
Grave minds you praise ; nor can you praise too much : 
If there is weight in an Eternity, 
Let the grave listen -, — and be graver still. * 

• The poetical parts of it. 
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VIRTUE'S APOLOGY; 



THE MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWERED. 

In which are considered, 
THE LOVE OF THIS LIFEj 

HE AMBITION AND PLEASURE, WITH THE WIT AND WISDOM OF THE WORLD. 



1.ND has all nature, then, espous'd my part ? 
[ave I bribed heav'n, and earth, to plead against thee : 
Lnd is thy soul immortal ? — What remains? 
Jl, All, Lorenzo ! — Make immortal, blest. ' 
^nblest immortals ! — What can shock us more ? 
aid yet Lorenzo still affects the worlds 
here, stows his treasure ; Thence his title draws, 
fan of the zvorld (for such would st thou be call'd) 
^nd art thou proud of that inglorious style ? 
'roud of reproach ? For a reproach it was, 
n antient days; and Christian, — in an age, 
^en men were men, and not asham'd of heaven, 
^ir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 
iprinkled with dews from the Castalian font, 
P'ain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 
^ purer spirit, and a nobler name. 

Q 2 
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Thy fond attachments fatal, and mflam*d. 
Point out my path, and dictate to my song : 
To Thee, the world how fair ! How strongly strikes 
Ambition ! and gay pleasure stronger still ! 
Thy triple bane ! the triple bolt that lays 
Thy virtue dead ! Be these my triple theme ; 
Nor shall thy wity or wisdom^ be forgot. 

Common the theme ; not so the song s if She 
My song invokes, Urania, deigns to smile. 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe. 
If she dissolves, the man of earthy at once. 
Starts from his trance, and sighs for other scenes ; 
Scenes, where these sparks of night, these stars shall 

shine ^ 
Unnumber'd suns (for all things, as they are^ 
The blest behold) ; and, in one glory, pour 
Their blended blaze on man's astonisht sight ; 
A blaze — the least illustrious object there. 

Lorenzo ! since eternal is at hand. 
To swallow time's ambitions ; as the vast t 

Leviathan^ the bubbles vain, that ride |j 

High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
High titles, high descent, attainments high. 
If unattain'd our highest? O Lorenzo ! 
What lofty thoughts, these elements above. 
What tow'ring hopes, what sallies from the sun, 
What grand surveys of destiny divine. 
And pompous presage of unfathom*d fate. 
Should roll in bosoms, where a spirit bums. 
Bound for eternity ! In bosoms red 

I 
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By Him^ who foibles, in archangels sees ! 
On human hearts He bends a jealous eye. 
And marks, and in heaven's register inrolb. 
The rise, and progress, of each option there ; 
Sacred to doomsday ! That the page unfolds. 
And spreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 
And what an option, O Lorenzo ! thine ? 
This world ! and This, unrivaird by the Ikies ! 
A world, where fust ofpleasure^ grandeur, gold. 
Three damons that divide its realms between them, 
With strokes alternate buffet to and fro 
Man's restless heart, their sport, their flying ball ; 
Till, with the giddy circle sick, and tir'd. 
It pants for peace, and drops into despair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo sets above 
That glorious promise angels were esteem'd 
Too mean to bring ; a promise, their Ador'd 
Descended to communicate, and press. 
By counsel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Such is the world Lorenzo's wisdom wooes. 
And on its thorny pillow seeks repose ; 
A pillow, which, like opiates ill-prepar'd. 
Intoxicates, but not composes ; fills 
The visionary mind with gay chimseras. 
All the wild trash of, sleep, without the rest ; 
AVTiat unfeigned travel, and what dreams of joy ! 

How frail, men, things ! How momentary. Both j 
IPantastic chace of shadows hunting shades ! 
"The g^y^ the busy, equal, tho' unlike ; 
Equal in wisdom, differently wise ! 

3 
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Thro' flow'ry meadows, and thro' dreary wast^^^ ;| 
One bustling, and one dancing, into death. 
There's not a day, but, to the man of thought. 
Betrays some secret, that throws new reproach 
On life, and makes him sick of seeing more. 
The scenes of business tell us — ** What are menta 
The scenes of pleasure-^^^ What is all beside ;^\. 
There y .Others we despise ; and Here^ ourselvcQi 
Amid disgust eternal, dwells delight.^ >t| 

*Tis approbation strikes the string of joy. . ; M 

What wondVous prize has kindled this careefjpi 
Stuns with the din, and choaks us with the dust^^ 
On life's gay stage, one inch above the grave ?:!| 
The proud run up and down in que§t of e)res.^>| 
The sensual, in pursuit of something worse i 
The grave, of gold ; the politic, of power ; 
And all, of other butterflies, as vain, ! 
As eddies draw things frivolous, and ligbt^ 
How is man's heart by vaniti/ drawn in ; 
On the swift circle of returning toys^ 
Whirl'd, straw-like, round and round, and %l 

gulph'd. 
Where gay delusion darkens to des|>air ! . 

'* This is a beaten track.'' — Is this a track. 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enougb> 
Till enough learnt the truths it would inspire. 
Shall Truth be silent, because lioWyfrowm? 
Turn the world's history ; what find we there^ 
l^\^i fortune's sports, or nature's cruel claims. 
Ox woman s artifice, or man's revenge. 
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And endless inhumanities on man ? 
Fame's trumpet seldom sounds^ but^ like the knell» 
It brings bad tidings : How it hourly blows 
Man's misadventures, round the list'ning world ! 
Man is the tale of nari'ative old time ; 
Sad tale i which high as Paradise begins ; 
As if, the toil of travel to delude. 
From stage to stage, in bis eternal round. 
The days, his daughters, as they spin our hotirs 
On fortune's wheel, where accident unthought 
Dft, in a moisieiit, sn^ps life's strongest thread. 
Each, in her turd, some tragic story tells. 
With, now-and^th^, a wretched farce between y 
And fill^ his chronicle with human woes. 
Time's daughters, true as those of men, deceiv* 
US; 
^Jot one, but puts some cheat on all mankind : 
While in i^ix father's bosom^ not yet ours, 
rhey flatter our fotid hopes ; and promise much 
^f amiable ; but hald him not o'erwise, 
Who dalres to itust them^ ; and laugh round the year 
\t still-confiding, still-confounded, man, 
^nfiding, tho' confounded ; hoping on, 
tJntaught by trial, uncowvinc'd by proof. 
And ever-looking for the never-seen. 
Life to the last, IHce harden 'd felons, lyes ; 
^or owns itself a cheat, till it expires, 
Its little joys go out by One and One, 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfect nigltf $ 

Night darker^ tiricn what, nm, involves the pole. 

Q 4 
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O THOU, who dost permit these ills to fall. 
For gracious ends, and would' stthatman should mourn 1 
O THOU, whose hands this goodly fabric fram'd^ 
Who know'sth best, and would 'st that man shouTdkhowfl 
What is this sublunary world ? A vapour; 
A vapour all it holds itself, a vapour ; 
From the damp bed of chaois, by Thy beam 
Exhard, ordain'd to swim its destin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and disappear. 
^Earth's days are numbered, nor remote her doom j 
As mortal, tho' less transient, than her sons ; 
Yet they doat on her, as the world and they 
Were both eternal, solid ; THOU, a dream. 

They doat 1 on What ? Immortal viezvs apart, 
A region of outsides ! a land of shadows ! 
A fruitful field of flow'ry promises ! 
A wilderness of joys ! perplext with doubts. 
And sharp with thorns ! a troubled ocean, spread 
With bold adventurers, their all on board ! 
No second hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 
Frown soon it must Of various rates they sail. 
Of ensigns vapous ; All alike in This, 
All restless, anxious ; tost with hopes, and fears. 
In calmest skies ; obnoxious AH to storm ; 
And stormy the most gen'ral blast of life : 
All bound for happiness ; yet few provide 
Tlie chart of knowledge, pointing where it lies ; 
Or mrtue's helm, to shape the course designed : 
All, mcfre or less, capricious fate lament. 
Now lifted by the tide, and now resorby. 
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And farther from their wishes than before : 
Ally more or less, against each other dash. 
To mutual hurt, by gusts of passion driven. 
And suffring more from folly, than from fate. 

Ocean ! Thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 
J)eatKs capital, where most he domineers, 
With all his chosen terrors frowning round, 
[Tho* lately feasted high at ^ AlbiovUs cost) 
Wide-op'ning, and loud-roaring still for more ! 
Too faithful mirror ! how dost thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life ! 
The strong resemblance tempts me farther still : 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper struck 
By moral truths in such a mirror seen, 
Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self-flatter'd, unexperienced, high in hope, 
When tfoung, with sanguine chear, and streamers gay. 
We cut our cable, launch into the world. 
And fondly dream each wind and star our friend ; 

All, in some darling enterprize embarkt : 

But where is he can fathom its extent ? 

Amid a multitude of artless hands, 

Jtuin's sure perquisite ! her lawful prize ! 
[ Sme steer aright ; but the black blast blows hard, 
I And puffs them wide of hope : With hearts of proof. 

Full against wind, and tide, some win their way ; 

And when strong effort has deserv'd the port. 

Admiral Balchen, &c. 
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And tugg'd it into view> 'tis won ! 'tis lost! 
Tho' strong their oar, still stronger is their fiite : 
They strike ; and while they triumph they empire. 
In stress of weather, most ; some sink outright i 
O'er them, and o'er their names, the billows close ; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever bora> 
Others a short memorial leave behind. 
Like a flag floating, when the bark's ingulph'd % 
It floats a moment, and is seen no more : 

</ One CiESAR lives ; a thousiand are forgot. 
How few, beneath auspicious planets bbm,i 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond fate's elect !) 
With swelling sails make good the promis'd port. 
With all their wishes freighted ! Yet ev'n These, 
Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain; 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free. 
They still are men ; and when is man secure ? 
As fatal time^ as storm ! the rush of years 
Beats down their ftrength ; their numbetless escapes 
In ruin end : And, now, their proud success 
But plants new terror^ on the victor's brow : 
What pain to quit the w(»ld, just made their own. 
Their nest so deeply down'd, and built so high ! 

v/ Too low they build, who build beneath the stars. 
Woe then apart (if woe apart can be 
From mortal man), and fortune at our nod. 
The gay ! rich ! great! triumphant ! and august I 
What are they? — The most happy (strange to say !) 
Cbevince me most of human misery y 
What are they? Smiling wretches of /o^iBc^rror*; / 
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More wretched, thefiy than e'er their slave can be ; 
Their treach Vous blessmgs, at the day of need. 
Like other faithless friends, unmask, and sting : 
Then, whatproivokbg indigence in wealth ! 
What aggravated impotence in power ! 
High titles, then, what insult of their pain 1 
If that sole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Jmmartal hope ! defies not the rude storm. 
Takes comfort from t^[>c foaming billow's rage. 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 
Is This a sketch of what thy soul admires > 
*VBut here (thou say'st) the miseries of life 
" Are huddled in a group* A more distinct 
" Survey, perbaps,^ might bring thee better news/' 
Look on life's stages: They speak plainer still ; 
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou sigh. 
Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 
The best that can befal the best Ofk earth s 
The boy has virtae by his mother's side : 
Yes, on Floreulo look : A/tf/A^'& heart 
Is tender, tho' the man's is made of stone ; 
The truth, thro' such a medium seen, may make 
Impression deep, and fondness prove thy friend. 

Florello lately cast on this rude coast 
A helpless infant ; now a heedless chiki s 
To poor Clarissa's throes, thy care succeeds -, 
Care full of love, and yet severe as hate ! 
O'er thy 8oul*s joy how oft thy fondnejss frowM ! 
Needful austerities his will restrain ; 
As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. 
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As yet, his reason cannot go alone ; 

But a;sks a sterner nurse to lead it on. 

His little heart is often terrify 'd ; 

The blush of morning, in his cheek, turns pale ; 

Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye; 

His harmless eye ! and drowns an angel there. 

Ah ! what avails his innocence ? The task 

Injoin*d must discipline his early powers ; 

He learns to sigh, ere he is known to sin ;^ 

Guiltless, and sad ! A wretch before the fall ! 

How cruel this ! More cruel to forbean 

Our nature such, with necessary pains. 

We purchase prospects of precarious peace : 

Tho* not a/atker. This might steal a sigh. 

Suppose him disciplined aright (if not. 
Twill sink our poor account to poorer still) ; 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty. 
He leaps inclosure, bounds into the world ! 
The world is taken, after ten years toil, 
Like antient Troy ; and all its joys his own. 
Alas ! the world's a tutor more severe ; 
Its lessons hard, and ill deserve his pains ; 
Vnteaching All his virtuous nature taught. 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates !) inspir'd. 

For who receives him into public life ? 
M^n of the world the terrse-filial breed. 
Welcome the modest stranger to their sphere, 
(Which glitter'd long, at distance, in his sight) 
And, in their hospitable arms inclose : 
Men, who think nought so strong of the romance. 
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Jo rank knight-errant, as a real friend : 

Men, that act up to reason's golden rule, 

\11 weakness of affection quite subdu'd : 

Men, that would blush at being thought sincere, 

^nd feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 

Ihat love a lye, where truth would pay as well; 

As if to Them, vice shone her own reward. 

Lorenzo ! canst thou bear la shocking sight ? 

Stich^ for Florello*s sake, 'twill now appear: 

See, the steel'd files of seasoned veterans. 

Trained to the world, in burnisht falshood bright ; 

Deep in the fatal stratagems of peace ; 

All soft sensation, in the throng, rubb'd off; 

All their keen purpose, in politeness, sheathed ; 

His friends eternal — during interest ; 

His foes implacable— when worth their while ; 

At war with ev*ry welfare, but their own ; 

As wise as Lucifrr ; and half as good; 

And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain — 

Naked, thro' These (so common fate ordains), 

Naked of heart, his cruel course he runs. 

Stung out of All, most amiaj^le in life. 

Prompt truth, and open thought, and smiles unfeign'd ; 

Affection, as his species, wide diffused ; 

Noble presumptions to mankind's renown ; 

Ingenuous trust, and confidence of love. 

These claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Will cost him many a sigh ; till time, and pains. 
From the slow mistress of this school, Ezperienqe, 
And her assistant, pausing, pale, Distrust, 
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Purchase a dear-bought clue to lead his youth 
Thro* serpentine obliquities of life. 
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy ! if the clue (hall come 30 cheap : 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilt. 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too. 
If less than heav'nly virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a strange kind of curst necessity 
Brings down the fterling temper of his soul. 
By base alloy, to bear the current stamp, 
Beloip caird wisdom ; sinks him into safety ; 
And brands him into credit with the zmrtdy 
. Where specious titles dignify disgrace. 
And nature's injuries are arts of life ; 
Where brighter reason prompts to bolder crimes ; 
And heav'nly talents make infernal hearts; 
That unsurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Machiavel ! who labour'd hard his plan. 
Forgot, that genius need not go to school ; 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wise. 
His plan had practised, long before 'twas writ. 
The world'^ all title-page ; there's no contents ; 
The world's all face; the man who shews his heart. 
Is whooted for his nudities, and scorn'd. 
A man I knew, who liv'd upon a smile ; 
And well it fed him ; he look'd plump and fair ; 
While ranked venom foam'd throV every vein. 
Lorenzo ! what I tell thee, take not ill! 
Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry fool alive; 
And, dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'd. 



y 



VIRTUE?! A^OtOOY, &C. 359 

To such proficients thou art half a saint. 
In foreign realms (for thou hast travelled far) 
How curious to contemplate two state rooks, 
Studious their nests to feather in a trice. 
With all the Hecromantics of their art. 
Playing the game oi faces on eich other. 
Making court sweet-meats of their latent gall. 
In foolish hope, to steal each other's trust; 

Both cheating, both exulting, both deceived ; 

And, sometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 

Their parts we doubt not j but be that their shame : 

Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind. 

Stoop to mean wiles, that would disgrace a fool ; 

And lose the thanks of those few friends they serve? 

For who can thank the man, he cannot see f 
Why so much cover ? It defeats itself. 

Ye that know all things ! know ye not, mens hearts 

Are therefore known, because they are concealed ? 

For why conceal'd ?— The cause they need not tell 

I give him joy, that's aukward at a lie ; 

Whose feeble nature truth keeps still in awe ; 

His incapacity is his renown. 

•Tis great, 'tis manly, to disdain disguise y 

It ^ws our spirit, or it proves our strength. 
Thou say'st, Tis needful: Is it therefore right f 
However, J grant it some small sign of grace. 
To strain at an excuse : And wouldst thou then 
Escape that cruel need? Thou may*st, with ease ; 
Think no post needful that demands a knave* 
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When late our civil helm was shifting hands. 
So P thought : Think better, if you can. 

But this, how rare ! the public path of life 
Is dirty : — ^Yet, allow that du:t its due. 
It makes the noble mind more noble still: 
The world's no neuter; it will wpqnd or save ; 
Or virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
You say. The world, well-known, will make a rruin; 
The world, well-known, will give our hearts to heayen; 
Or make us demons, long before we die. 

To shew how fair the world, <Ay mistress, shines, 
Take either part, sure ills attend the choice ; 
Sure, tho* not equal, detriment ensues*. 
Not virtue's self is deify'd on earth ; 
Virtue has her relapses, conflicts, foes ; 
Foes that ne'er fail to make her feel their hate., 
Virtue has her peculiar set of pains. 
True friends to virtue, last^ and leasts complain. 
But if they sigh, can others hope to smile ? 
If wisdom has her miseries to mourn. 
How cati ^oox folly lead a happy life ? 
And if both suffer, what has earth to boast. 
Were he most happy, who the least laments ? 
Where much^ much patience, the most envy'd state. 
And some forgiveness, needs, the best of friends? 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither shall he find the shadow here. 

Th^e world's sworn advocate, without a fee, 
Lorenzo smartly, with a smile, replies; 
" Tims far thy song is right s and All must own^ 
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*' Virtue has her peculiar se t of pains.-— 

" And joys peculiar who to vice denies ? 

" If^vice it is, with nature to comply : 

" If pride, and sense are so predominant, 

** To cheeky not overcome^ them, makes a saint. 

" Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim 

** Pleasure, and glory, the chief good of man ?'* 

Can pride, and sensuality, rejoice ? 
From purity of thought, all pleasure springs ; 
And, from an humble spirit, all our peace. 
Ambition, Pleasure L let us talk of These : 
Of These, the Porch, and Academy, talk'd ; 
Of These, each following age had much to say : 
Yet, unexhausted, still, the needful theme. 
Who talks of these, to mankind all at once 
He talks ; for where the saint from either free ? 
Are These thy refuge ? — ^No : these rush upon thee j 
Thy vitals seize, and vuHure-YilLt, devour ; 
I'll try, if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 
pROMETHEiTs ! from this barren ball of earth ; 
If reason can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And, first, thy Caucasus, ambition, calls , 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes ! 
Of courted woes ! and courted thro' mistake ! 
Tis not ambition charms thee ; 'tis a cheat 

Will make thee start, as H at his Moor. 

Dost grasp at greatness ? First, know what it is : 
Think'st thou thy greatness in distinction lies ? 
Not in the feather, wave it e'er so high, 
^Y fortune stuck, to mark us from the throng, 

R . 
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Is glory lodg'd : Tis lodg'd in the reverse ; 
In that which joins, in that which equals, All, 
The monarch and his slave ; — "A deathless soul, 
" Unbounded prospect, and immortal kin, 
" A Father God, and brothers in the skies i*' 
Elder, indeed, in time ; but less remote 
In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man ; 
Why greater what can fall, than what can rise ? 

If still delirious, now, Lorenzo ! go; 
And with thy full-blown brothers of the worlds 
Throw scorn around thee : cast it on thy slaves ; 
Thy slaves, and equals : How scorn cast on Them 
Rebounds on Thee ! If man is mean, as man. 
Art thou a god ? li fortune makes him so. 
Beware the consequence : A maxim That, 
Which draws a monstrous picture of mankind, 
Where, in the drapery, the man is lost ; 
Externals fluttering, and the soul forgot. 
Thy greatest glory, when disposed to boast. 
Boast that aloud, in which thy servants share. 

We wisely strip the steed we mean to buy : 
Judge we, in their caparisons, of men ? 
It nought avails thee, where^ but what^ thou art ; 
All the distinctions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 
When, thro' death's streights, earth's subtle serpents 

creep. 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown. . 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 
They leave their party-colour'd robe behind,^ 
All that now glitt^fg, while they rear aloft 
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Their brazen crests, and hiss at us below. 
Of fortune's /wcM^ strip them, yet alive; 
Strip them of body, too ; nay, closer still. 
Away with all, but morale in their minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impose their name. 
Pronounce them Weak, or Worthy ; Great or Mean. 
How mean that snufF of glory /or/ww^ lights. 
And death puts out ! Dost thou demand a test, 
\ test, at once, infallible, and short. 
Of r^fl/ Greatness ? That man greatly lives, 
^hate'er his fete, or fame, who greatly dies ; 
High-flush'd with hope, where heroes shall despair. 
^ithis a true criterion, many courts. 
Illustrious, might afford but few grandees. 

The Almighty, from his throne, on earth surveys 
Nought Greater, than an honest. Humble Heart ; 
An Humble Heart, £r/^ residence ! pronounc'd 
Sis second seat j and rival to the skies. 
The private path, the secret acts of men. 
If noble, far the noblest of our lives ! 
How far above Lorenzo's glory sits 
Th' illustrious master of a name unknown ? 
[ Whose worth unrivall'd, and unwitness'd, loves 
I Life's sacred shades, where Gods converse with men s 
t And peace, beyond the world's conceptions, smiles ! 
i As thou (now dark), before we part, shalt see. 

But thy GreafSoul this skulking glory scorns. 

Lorenzo's sick, but when Lorenzo's seen; 

And, when he shrugs at public bus'ness, lyes. 

Deny'd the public eye, the public voice, 
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As if he lived on others' breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the world his pedestal ; 
Mankind the gazers, the sole figure, He. 
Knows he, that mankind praise against their will. 
And mix as much detraction as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithless /^ime her whisper has. 
As well as trumpet ? That his vanity 
Is so much tickled from not hearing All? 
Knows this all knower, that from itch of praise. 
Or, from an itch more fordid, when he shines. 
Taking his country by five hundred cars. 
Senates at once admire him, and despise. 
With modest laughter lining loud applause. 
Which makes the smile more mortal to his feme ? 
His fame^ which (like the mighty C^sar), cfownM 
With laurels, in full senate, greatly fells. 
By seeming friends, that honour, and destroy. 
We rise in glory, as we sink in pride : 
Where -boasting ends, there dignity begins : 
And yet, mistaken beyond all mistake. 
The blind Lorenzo's proud — of being proud ; 
And dreams himself ascending in his fell. 

An eminence, tho* fency'd, turns the brain : 
All vice wants hellebore ; but of all vice. 
Pride loudest calls, and for the largest bowl ; 
Because, unlike all other vice, it flies. 
In facty the point, in fancy most pursu'd. 
Who court applause, oblige the world in thisi . 
They gratify man's passion to refuse. 
Superior honour, when assurrCd^ is lost; 
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Ev'n good men turn banditti, and rejoice. 
Like Kouh-Kan, in plunder of the proud. 

Tho' somewhat disconcerted, steady still 
To the world's cause, with half a face of joy, 
Lorenzo cries-—" Be, then, ambition cast ; 
** Ambition's dearer far stand unimpeach'd, 
" Gay pleasure ! proud ambition is her slave ; 
" For Her, he soars at great, and hazards ill ; 
** For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 
** And paves his way with crowns, to reach Her smile : 
*' Who can resiat her charms ?" — Or, should? Lorenzo 
What mortal shall resist, where angels yield ? 
Pleasured the mistress of ethereal powers ; 
For her contend the rival gods above ; 
Pleasure's the mistress of the world below ; 
And well it was for man, that pleasure charms ; 
How would All stagnate, but for pleasure's ray ! 
How would the frozen stream of action cease ! 
What is the pulse of this so busy world ? 
The love oi pleasure: That, thro' ev'ry vein. 
Throws motion, warmth ; and shuts out death from life. 

Tho' various are the tempers of mankind, 
Pleasure's gay family hold All in chains : 
Some most affect the black : and some, the fair ; 
Some honest pleasure QQWxi', and some, obscene. 
Pleasures obscene are various, as the throng 

Of passions, that can err in human hearts ; 

Mistake their objects, or transgress their bounds. 

Think you there's but one whoredom ? Whoredom, All, 

But when our reason licenses delight. 
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Dost doubt, LoRENfco ? Thou shalt doubt no more. 

Thy father chides thy gallantries ; yet hugs 

An ugly, common harlot, in the dark ; 

A rank adulterer with others gold! 

And that hag, vengeance^ in a corner, charms. 

Hatred her brothel has, as well as love. 

Where horrid epicures debauch in blobd. 

Whate'er the motive, pleasure is the mark : 

For Her, the black assassin draws his sword ; 

For Her, dark statesmen trim their midnight lamp. 

To which no single sacrifice may fall ; 

For Her, the saint abstains ; the miser starves ; 

The Stoic proud, for pleasure, pleasure scorned ; 

For Her, affliction's daughters grief indulge. 

And find, or hope, a luxury in tears y 

For Her, guilt, shame, toil, danger, we defy ; 

And, with an aim voluptuous, rush on death. 

Thus universal her despotic power ! 

And as her empire wide, her praise is just. 
Patron of pleasure ! doater on delight ! 
I am thy rival ; pleasure I profess ; 
Pleasure the purpose of my gloomy song. 
Pleasure is nought but virtue's gayer name ; 
I wrong her still, I rate her worth too low ; 
Virtue the root, and pleasure is the flower j 
And honest Epicurus' foes were fools. 

But this sounds harsh, and gives the wise oflFencc; 
If o'erstrain'd wisdom still retains the name. 
How knits austerity her cloudy brow. 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praise 
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Of pleamrCy to mankind, unprazs'd, too dear ! 
Ye modem Stoics ! hear my soft reply ; 
Their senses men will trust : We can't impose ; 
Or, if we could, is imposition right ? 
Own honey sweet ; but, owning, add this sting ; 
" When mixt with poison, it is deadly too." 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but virtue to be prais'd, as good ? 
Why then is health preferr'd before disease ? 
What nature loves is good, without our leave. 
And where no future drawback cries, " Beware ;" 
Pleasure, tho' not from virtue, should prevail. 
Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heaven ^ 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The love of pleasure is man's eldest-born. 
Bom in his cradle, living to his tomb ; 
Wisdom, her youTiger sister, tho' more grave. 
Was meant to minister, and not to mar, 
Imperisl pleasure, queen of human hearts. 

Lon^Nzo ! Thou, her majesty's renown'd, 
Tho' uncoift, counsel, learned in the world ! 
Who think'st thyself a Murray, with disdain 
May'st look on me. Yet, my Demosthenes ! 
Canst thou plead pleasure's cause as well as I ? 
Know'st thou her nature, purpose, parentage^? 
Attend my song, and thou shalt know them all 5 
And know Thyself; and know thyself to be 
(Strange truth !) the most abstemious man alive. 
Tell not Calista 5 she will laugh thee dead ; 
Or send thee to her hermitage with L . 
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Absurd presumption I Thou who never kncw'st 

A serious thought ! shalt thou dare dream of joy? 

No man ere found a happy life by chance 5 

Or yawn'd it into being, with a wish ; 

Or, with the snout of grov'ling appetite. 

E'er smelt it out, and grubb'd it from the dirt 

An art it is, and must be learnt; and learnt 

With unremitting effort, or be lost ; 

And leaves us perfcft blockheads, in our bliss. 

The clouds may drop down titles and' estates ; 

Wealth may seek Us ; but wisdom must be sought ; 

Sought before all ; but {how unlike all else 

We seek on earth \\ 'tis never sought in vain. 

First, pleasure's birth^ rise, strength, and gmndeur, 
see 
Brought forth by wisdom, nurst by discipline^ 
By patience taught, by perseverance crowned. 
She rears her head majestic ; round her thr^ie. 
Erected in the bosom of the just. 
Each virtue, listed, forms her manly guard. 
For what are virtues f (Formidable name !) 
What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
Why, then, cbmmanded ? Need mankind comm|ind€, 
At once to merit, and to piaicj their bliss?— 
Great Legislator ! scarce so great, as kind ! 
If men are rational, and love delight. 
Thy gracious law but flatters human choice ; 
In the transgression lies the penalty ; 
And they the most indulge, who most obey. 
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Of pleasure, next, the feial cause explores 
Its mighty purpose, its important end. 
Not to turn human brutal, but to build 
Divine on human pleasure came from heaven. 
In aid to reason was the goddess sent ; 
To call up all its strength by such a charm. 
Pleasure, 6r8t, succours virtue ; in return. 
Virtue gives pleasure an eternal reign. 
What, but the pleasure of food, friendship, fiuth. 
Supports life naCral, civil, and divine ? 
Tis from the pleasure of repast, we live ; 
Tis from the pleasure of applause, we please ; 
Tis from the pleasure of belief, we pray. 
(All pray V would cease, if unbeliev'd the prize) : 
Jt serves ourselves, our species, and our God ; 
-And to serve more, is past the spljiere ofrnan. 
Clide, then, for ever, pleasure'^ sacred stream ! 
Through Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs, 
-And fosters ev*ry growth of happy life ; 
flakes a new Eden where it flows ; — but such 
As must be lost, Lorenzo \ by thy fall. 

« What mean I by %/a//?"— Thou'lt shortly see, 

While pleasure's./wf^Mre is at large displayed ; 

Already sung her origin, and ends. 

Those glorious ends, by kind, or by degree. 

When pleasure violates, 'tis then a vice. 

A vengeance too ; it hastens into pain. 

Prom due refreshment, life, health, reason, joy ; 
From wild excess, pain, grief, distraction, death ; 
Heav'n's justice this proclaims, and that her k)ve, 
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What greater evil can I wish my foe. 
Than his full draught of pleasure, from a cask 
Unbroach*d by just authority^ ungaug'd 
By temperance, by reason unrefined ? 
A thousand daemons lurk within the lee. 
Heav*n, others, and ourselves ! uninjured these. 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more divine ; 
Angels are angels, from indulgence there ; 
'Tis unrepenting pleasure makes a god. 

Dost think thyself a god from other joys ? 
A viflim rather ! shortly sure to bleed. 
The wrong must mourn : Can heav'n's appointment 

fail; 
Can man outwit Omnipotence ? strike out 

A self-wrought happiness unmeant by Him 

Who made us, and the world we would enjoy ? 

Who forms an instrument, ordains from whence 

Its dissonance, or harmony, shall rise. 

Heav'n bid the soul this mortal frame inspire j 

Bid virtue's ray divine inspire the soul 

With unprecarious flows of vital joy ; 

And, without breathing, man as well might hope 

For life, as without piety, for peace.. 

" Is virtue, then, and piety the same ?" — 

No ', piety is more -, 'tis virtue's source ; 

Mother of ev'ry worth, as that of joy. 

Men of the world this doctrine ill digest ; 

They smile at. piety ; yet boast aloud 

Good will to men s nor know they strive to part 

What fiature pins ', and thus confute themselves. 
1 
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With piety begins all good on earth ; 

Tis the first-born of rationality. 

Conscience^ her first law broken, wounded lies ; 

Enfeebled, lifeless, impotent to good ; 

A feign'd affeftion bounds her utmost power. 

Some we can*t love, but for th' Almighty's sake : 

A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man ; 

Some sinister intent taints all he does ; 

And, in his kindest actions, he's unkind. 

On piety, humanity is built ; 
And, on humanity, much happiness ; 
And yet still more on piety itself. 

A soul in commerce with her God, is heaven ; 

Feels not the tumults and the shocks of life ; 

The whirls of passions, and the strokes of heart. 

A Deity believ'd, is joy begun ; 

ADeity ador*d, is joy advanced ; 

A Deity belov*d, is joy matured. 

Each branch oi piety delight inspires ; 

^oith builds a bridge from this world to the next, 

0*er death's dark gulph, and all its horror hides ; 

Praise, the sweet exhalation of our joy, 

That joy exalts, and makes it sweeter still ; 

•PrayV ardent opens heav'n, lets down a stream 

Of glory on the consecrated hour 

Of man, in audience with the Deity. 

Who worships the Great God, that instant joins 

The first in heav'n, and sets his foot on hell. 
Lorenzo ! when wast Thou at church before^ 

Thou think'st the service long : But is it just ? 
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Tho' just, unwelcome : Thou hadst rather tread 

Unhallo w'd ground ; the muse, to win thine ear. 

Must take an air less solemn. She complies. 

Good conscience ! at the sound the world retires ; 

Verse disafFects it, and Lorenzo smiles; 

Yet has she her seraglio full of charms ; 

And such as age shall heighten, not impair. 

Art thou dejected ? Is thy mind o'ercast ? 

Amid her fair ones, thou the fairest chuse. 

To chase thy gloom.— " Go, fix some weighty truth; 

" Chain down some passion s do some gen'rotis goifii 

" Teach ignorance to see, or grief to smile > 

** Correct thy friend; befriend thy greatest /o^i 

" Or with warm heart, and confidence divine, 

" Spring up, and lay strong hold on Him who lOM^^ 

" thee." 
Thy gloom is scattered, sprightly spirits flow; 
Tho' wither'd is thy vine, and harp unstrung. 
Dost call the bowl, the viol, and the dance. 
Loud mirth, mad laughter ? Wretched comforters ! 
Physicians ! more than half of thy disease. 
Laughter, tho' never censur'd yet as sin, , 

(Pardon a thought that only seems severe) ^ 

Is half-immoral : Is it much indulged ? 
By venting spleen, or dissipating thought. 
It shews a scorner^ or it makes ?ifool ; 
And sins, as hurting others, or oijrselves. 
'Tis pride or emptiness^ applies the straw, 
Tliat tickles little minds to mirth effuse ; 
Of grief approaching, the portentous sign ! 
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The house of laughter makes a house of woe. 

A man triumphant is a monstrous sight; 

A man dejected is a sight as mean* 

What cause for triumph^ where such ills abound ? 

What iox^deyectioriy where presides a Power, 

Who caird us into being to be blest ? 

So grieve, as conscious, grief may rise to joy j 

So joy as conscio\]is, joy to grief may fall. 

Most true, a wise man never will be sad ; 

But neither will sonorous, bubbling mirth, 

A shallow stream of happiness betray : 

Too happy to be sportive, he's serene. 

Yet wouldst thou laugh (but at thy own expence). 
This counsel strange should I presume to give — 
*' Retire, and read thy Bibk^ to be gay." 
'^ere truths abound of sovereign aid to peace ; 
-Ah ! do not prize them less, because inspir'4, 
-^s thou, and thine, are apt and proud to do. 
Mi not inspir'd, that pregnant page had stood, 
^ime'% treasure ! and the wonder of the wise ! 
Thou think'st, perhaps, thy soul alone at stake ; 
Alas ! — should men mistake thee for 2. fool y — 
Vhat man of taste for genius, wisdom, truth, ' 
Xho* tender of thy fame, could interpose ? 
^lieve me, sense, htre^ acts a double part, 
And the true critic is a Christian too. 

But thescy thou thi^jk'st, are gloomy paths to joy.— 
True ]oy in sunshine ne*er was found at first; 
They, first, themselves oflFend, who greatly please ; 
And travel only gives us sound repose. 
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Heav*n sells all pleasure ; effort is the price ; 
The joys of conquest, are the joys of man : 
And glory the victorious laurel spreads 
0*er pleasure"^ pure, perpetual, placid stream. 

There is a time, when toil must be preferred. 
Or joy, my mis-tim'd fondness is undone. 
A man of pleasure, is a man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be blest. 
False joys, indeed, are bom from want of thought ; 
From thoughts full bent, and energy, the true ; 
And that demands a mind in equal poise. 
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only speaks small happiness. 
But happiness that shortly must expire. 
Can joy, unbottomM in reflection, stand ? 
And, in a tempest, can reflection live ? 
Can joy, like thine, secure itself an hour ? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unshock'd ? 
Or ope the door to honest poverty ? 
Or talk with threatening death, and not turn pale ? 
In such a world, and such a nature, these 
Are needful fundamentals of delight : 
These fundamentals give delight indeed ; 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 
Delight, unshaken, masculine, divine 5 
A constant, and a sound, but serious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of severity ? 
It is :-r-Yet far my doctrine from severe. 
" Rejoice for ever:" It becomes a man ; 
Exalts, and sets him nearer to the gods. 



li 



virtue's apology, &c. 255 

* Rejoice for evtr !" Nature cries, *^ Rejoice ;•' 

And drinks to man in her nectareous cup, 

Mixt up of delicates for ev'ry sense ; 

To the great Founder of the bounteous feast. 

Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praise ; 

-And he that will not pledge her, is churl. 

Ill firmly to support, good fully taste. 

Is the whole science of felicity : 

Yet sparing pledge : Her bowl is not the best 

Mankind can boast. — '' A rational repast ; 

** Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 

** A military discipline of thought, 

** To foil temptation in the doubtful field; 

** And ever- waking ardor for the rights 

*Tis these^ first, give, then guard, a chearful heart 

Kought that is righty think little ; well aware, 

AVhat reason bids, God bids ; by His command 

How aggrandized, the smallest thing we do ! 

Thus, nothing is insipid to the wise ; 

To thee, insipid all but what is mad\ 

Joys seasoned high, and tasting strong of guilt. 

** Mad ! (thou reply'st, with indignation fir*d) 

** Of antient sages proud to tVead the steps, 

** I follow nature^ — Follow nature still, 
[ But look it be thine oxvn : Is conscience^ then. 

No part of nature } Is she not supreme f 

rhou regicide ! O raise her from the dead ! 

Then, follow nature ; and resemble God. 

When, spite o( conscience ^ pleasure is pursued, 
Mans nature is unnaturally pleased : 
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And what's unnatural, is painful too • 

At intervals, and must disgust ev*n Thee ! 

The fact thou know'st \ but not, perhaps, die came. 

Virtue's foundations with the world's were \aid ; 

Heav'n mixt her with our naake, and twisted close 

Her sacred interests with the strings of life. 

Who breaks her awful mandate, shocks himself. 

His better self: And is it greater pain. 

Our soul should murmur, or our dust repine ? 

And one, in their eternal war, must bleed. 

If one must suffer, which should least be spar'd ? 
The pains of mind surpass the pains of sense : 
Ask, then, the gout, wlmt torment is in guilt. 
The joys o( sense to mental joys are m^an : 
Sense on the present only feeds ; the soul 
On past, and future, forages for joy. 
'Tis herl, by retrospect, thro' time to range ; 
And forward time's great sequel to survey. 
Could human courts take vengeance 0a the mindy 
Axes might rust, and racks, and gibbets, fall ; 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the rest to fate. 

Lorenzo I wilt thou never be a man ? 
The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lur'dby the beating of his pulse, to Kst 
With ev'ry lusit, that wars again^ his peace ; 
And sets him quite at variance with himself. 
Thyself, first, know -, tl^n love : A ^^^f there is 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 
A self there is, is fond of evVy vice. 
While ev'ry virtue wounds it to the he^: 
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Humility degrafles it, ^W^icef robs. 

Blest bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays. 

And god-like magnanimity destroys. 

This self, when rival to the former, scorn 2 

When not in competition, kindly treat. 

Defend it, feed it :-^But when virtue bids. 

Toss it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 

And why ? Tis love of pleasure bids thee bleed ! 

Comply, or own self-love extinct ^ or blind. 

For what is vice ? Self-love in a mistake : 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 
And virtucy what ? Tis self-love in her wits. 
Quite skilful in the market of delight. 
Self-love's good sense is love of that dread Power, 
From whom herself, and all she can enjoy. 
Other self-love is but disguis'd self-hate ^ 
More mortal than the malice of our foes i 
A self-hate, now, scarce felt ; then felt full*sore, 
When being, curst : extinction, loud implor'd ; 
And ev'ry thing preferred to what we are. 

Yet this self-love Lorenzo makes his choice; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boasts of joy. 
How is his want of happiness betray'd, 
By disaffection to the present hour 1 
Imagination wanders far afield : 
The future pleases : Why ? The present pains.— 
'' But that's a secret^' Yes, which all men know j 
And know from Thee, discovered unawares. 
Thy ceaselesis agitation, restless roll 
From cheat to cheat, impatient, of a pause ; 
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Joy*s a fixt state; a tenure, not a start. 

Bliss there is none, but unprecarious bliss : 

That is the gem : Sell All, and purchase That. 

Why go a begging to contingencies. 

Not gain'd with ease, nor safely lovM, if gained ? 

At good fortuitous, draw back, and pause ; 

Suspect it; what thou canst ensure, enjoy; 

And nought but what thou giv*st thyself, is sure. 

Reason perpetuates joy that reason gives. 

And makes it as immortal as herself: 

To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 

Worth, conscious worth ! should absolutely reign ; 
And other joys ask leave for their approach ; 
Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain. 
Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and perish in intestine broils ; 
Not the least promise of internal peace ; 
No bosom-comfort ! or unborrowed bli^s ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; All outward-bound, 
*Mid sands, and rocks, and storn^s, to cruise for pki 

sure ; 
If gain'd, dear-bought ; and better miss'd than gain' 
Much pain must expiate, what much pain procured. 
Fancy J and sense ^ from an infected shore. 
Thy cargo bring ; and pestilence the pri2;e. 
Then, such thy thirst (insatiable thirst!) 
By fond indulgence but inflamed the more ! 
Fancy still cruises, when poor sense is tir*d. 

Imagination is the Paphian shop. 
Where feeble happiness, like Vulcan, lame. 
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Bids foul ideas, in their dark recess. 

And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires). 

With wanton art, those fatal arrows form, 

Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 

Wouldst thou receive them, other thoughts there are. 

On angel-wing, descending from above. 

Which these, with art divine, would counter-work. 

And form celestial armour for thy peace. 

In this is seen imagination's guilt ; 
But who can count her /(?Z//e^ ? She betrays thee. 
To think in grandeur there is something great. 
For works of curious art, and antient fame. 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd ; 
And foreign climes must cater for thy taste. 
Hence, what disaster !— Tho' the price was paid. 
That persecuting priest, the Turk of Rome, 
Whose foot (ye gods !) tho' cloven, must be kiss'd. 
Detained thy dinner on the Latian shore ; 
(Such is the fate of honest Protestants !) 
And poor magnijicence is starv'd to death. 
Hence just resentment, indignation, ire ! — 
Be pacify'd, if outward things are great, 
Tls magnanimity great things to scorn i 
Pompous expences, and parades august. 
And courts, that insalubrious soil to peace. 
True happiness ne'er enter'd at an eye ; 
True happiness resides in things unseen. 
No smiles of fortune ever blest the bad. 
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys \ 
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That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor : 
So tell his Holiness^ and be reveng'd. 

Pleasure y we both agree, is man's chief good j * 
Our only contest, what deserves the name. 
Give pleasure's name to nought, but what has pass'd 
Th' authentic seal oi reason (which lijce Yorkb, 
Demurrs on what it passes), and defies 
The tooth of time ! when past, a pleasure $till ; 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age. 
And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our present, joy. 
Some joys the future overcast ; and some 
Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 
Some joys endear eternity ; some give 
Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? 
Consult thy whole existence, and be safe ; 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the lesson, tho' my lecture long. 
Be good — and let heav n answer for the rest. 

Yet, with a sigh o'er all mankind, I grant 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope. 
The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obscure his sublunary day. 
But never conquer : Ev'n the best must own. 
Patience and resignation, are the pillars 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars. These ; 
But those of Seth not more remote from Thee, 
Till this heroic lesson thou hast learnt ; 
To frown at pleasure, and to smile in pain. 
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Fir'd at the prospect of i^aclouded bliss^ 
Heaven in reversion, like the sun, as yet 
Beneath th' horizon, chears us in this world ; 
It sheds, on souls suscej^ible of light. 
The glorious dawii of our eternal day. 

" This (says Lorenzo) is a fair harangue : 
" But can harangues blow back stmng nature's stream ; 
" Or steni the tide heav'n pushes thro* our veins, 
" Which sweeps away man's impotent resolves, 
" And lays his labour level with the world /" 

Themselves men make their comment on mankind : 
And think nought zV, but what they find at home : 
Thus, weakness to chimaera turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the muse prescribed. 
* Above, Lorenzo saw the man of earth, 
The mortal man ; ahd wretched was the sight. 
To balance that, to comfort, arid exalti 
Now see the man immortal : Him, I inean. 
Who lives as such ; whose heart, full-bent on heaven. 
Leans all that way, his bias to the stars. 
The world's dark shstdefe, in contrast set, shall raise 
His lustre more ; tho' bright, without a foil : 
Observe his awful portrait, and admii^e ; 
Nor stop at wonder : imitate, and live^ ^ 

Some ^^ipBTguide nly pencil, while I draw. 
What nothing less than angel can exceed ! 
A man on earth devoted to the skies ; 
Like ships in sea, while in, above iht world. 



* In a former Night. 
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With aspect mild, and ele^^ted eye. 
Behold him seated on a mount serene. 
Above the fogs of sense, and passiorCs storm 5 
All the black cares, and tumults, of this life. 
Like harmless thunders, breaking at his feet. 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth's genuine sons, the sceptred, and the slave, 
A mingled mob ! a wand'ring herd ! he sees, 
Bewildered in the vale 5 in all unlike ! 
His full reverse in all;' What higher praise? 
What stronger demonstration of the right ? ^ 

The present all their care ;' the future, his. 
When public welfare calls, of private want. 
They give to fame ; his bounty he conceals. 
Thtir virtues varnish nature : his exalt. 
Mankind's esteem they court ; and he, his own, 
Theirs, the wild chace oifake felicities ; 
His, the composed possession of the true. 
Alike throughout is his consistent peace. 
All of one colour, and an even thread 5 
While party^colour'd shreds of happiness,^ 
With hideous gaps betweeii, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; each puff o( fortune blows 
The tatters by, and shews their nakedness. 

He sees with other eyes than theirs : Wljere they 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deify ; 
What makes them only smile, makes him adore. 
Where they see mountains, he hut atoms sees ; 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain, 
They things terrestrial worship, as divine ; 
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His hopes immortal blow them by, as dust. 
That dims his sight, and shortens his survey. 
Which longs, in Infinite, to lose all bound. 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays aside to find his dignity ; 
No dignity they ^nA in aught besides. 
They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man's real glory), proud of an eclipse. 

Himself too much/r^ prizes to be proud. 

And nothing thinks so great in man, as man. 

Too dear he holds his int'rest, to neglect 

Another's welfare^ or his right invade ; 

Their int'rest,. like a lion, lives on prey. 

They kindle at the shadow of a wrong ; 

Wrong he sustains with temper, looks on heaven. 

Nor stoops to think his injurer his foe ; 

Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace* 

A cover'd heart their character defends ; 

Acover'd heart denies him half his praise. 

With nakedness his innocence agrees ; 

While their broad foliage testifies their fall : 

Their no joys end, where his iuW feast begins : 

His ]oys create, Theirs murder, future bliss. 

To triumph in existence, his alone ; 

And his alone, triumphantly to think 

His true existence is not yet begun. 

His glorious course was, yesterday, complete ; 

Death, then, was welcome ; yet life still is sweet. 
But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm, 

JJndaunted* breast — And whose is that high praise? 
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Tliey yield to pleasure, tho' they danger brave. 
And shew no fortitude, but in the field ? 
If there they shew it, 'tis for glory ^ewn ; 
Nor will that cordial always man /Aei> hearts. 
A cordial his sustains, that cannot fail ; 
By pleasure unsubdued, unbrokeby pain, 
He shares in that Omnipotence he trusts. 
All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls; 
And when he falls, writes VICI on his shield. 
From magnanimity, all yifar above ; 
From nobler recompence, above applaUse ; 
Which owes to man's short out-look all its charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
LoREjizo cries,—" Where shines this miracle? 
" From what root rises this immortal manf'^ 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground ; 
The root dissect, nor wonder at the ^wer. 
He follows nature (not like * thee) and shews us 
An uninverted system of a man. 
His appetite wears reason's golden chain. 
And finds in due restraint, its luxury. 
His passion, like an eagle well reclaim 'd, 
Is taught to fly at nought, but Infinite. 
Patient his hope^ un-anxious is his care. 
His caution fearless, and his grief (if grief 
The gods ordain) a stranger to despair. 
And why ? — Because affection, more than meet. 
His wisdom leaves not disengag'd from heaven. 
Those secondary goods that smile on earth, 

* See page 255, line 24.. 
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He, loving in proportion^ loves in peace. 

They most the world enjoy, who least admire. 

His understanding 'scapes the common cloud 

Of fumes, arising from a boiling breast. 

His head is clear, because his heart is cool. 

By worldly competitions uninflam'd. 

The moderate movements of his soul admit 

Distinct ideas, and matured debate, 

?Vn eye impartial, and an even scale ; 

Whence judgment sound, and unrepenting choice,, 

rhus, in a double sense, the good are wise ; 

On its own dunghill, wiser than the world. 

What, then, the world ? It must be doubly weak ; 

Strange truth ! as soon would they believe their Creed. 
Yet thus it is ; nor otherwise can be ; 

So far from aught romantic, what I sing. 

Bliss has no being, virtue has no strength^ 

But from the prospect of immortal life. 

Who think earth all, or (what weighs just the same) 

Who care no farther, must prize what it yields ; 

Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 

Who thinks earth nothing, canU its charms admire \ 

He can't a foe, tho' most malignant, hate. 

Because that hate would prove his greater foe. 

Tis hard for them (yet who so loudly boast 

Good-will to men?) to love their dearest friend; 

For may not he invade their good supreme. 

Where the least jealousy turns love to gall ? 

All shines to them^ that for a season shines. 
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Each act, each thought, he questions, ".What* its 

weight, 
" Its colour what, a thousand ages hence?'* 
And what it there appears, he deems it now. 
Hence, pure are the recesses of his soul. 
The god-like man has nothing to conceal. 
His virtue, constitutionally deep, 
Has Habit's firmness, and affection^s flame ; 
Angels, ally'd, descend to feed the fire ; 
And deathy which others slays', makes him a god. 

And now^ Lorenzo ! bigot of this world ! 
Wont to disdain poor bigots caught by heaven ! 
Stand by thy scorn, and be reduc'd to nought: 
For» what art thou ? — :Thou boaster ! while thy glare, 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth. 
Like a broad mist, at distance, strikes us most; 
And, like a mist, is nothing when at hand ; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach. 
Swells more, and rises nearer to the skies, 
liy promise now, and, by possession, soon, 
(Too soon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 

From this thy just annihilatmi rise, 
Lorenzo ! rise to something, by reply. 
The world, thy client, listens, and expects ; 
And longs to crown thee with immortal praise. 
Canst thou be silent ? No ; for tvit is thine ; 
And wit talks most, when least she has to say. 
And reason interrupts not her career. 
She'll say- — That mists above the mountains rise-. 
And, with a thousand pleasantries, amuse -, ^ 



VIRTUE^S APOLOGY, &C. 269 

She'll sparkle, puzzle, flutter, raise a dust. 
And fly conviction, in the dust she rais'd. 

Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taste ! 
'Tis precious, as the vehicle of sense \ 
But, as its substitute, a dire disease. 
Pernicious talent ; flatter'd by the world. 

By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 

Wisdom is rare, Lorenzo ! Wit abounds ; 

Passion can give it ; sometimes wine inspires 

The lucky flash ; and madness rarely fails. 

Whatever cause the spirit strongly stirs. 

Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 

For thy renown, 'twere well was this the worst ; 

Chance often hits it ; and to pique thee more. 

See dulness, bhmd'ring on vivacities. 
Shakes her sage head at the calamity. 
Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee. 
But wisdom^ awful wisdom ! which inspects, 
IDiscems, compares, weighs, separates, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the last ; 
How rare ! In senates, synods, sought in vain ; 
Or if there found, 'tis sacred to the few ; 
While a lewd prostitute to multitudes, 

frequent, as fatal, wit : In civil life, 

^it makes an enterpriser ; sensey a mail. 

^2/ hates authority i commotion loves. 
And thinks herself the lightning of the storm. 
In states^ 'tis dangerous ; in religion^ death : 
Shall wit turn Christian, when the dull believe ? 
Sense is our helmet, wit is but the plume ; 
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The plume exposes, *tis our helmet saves. - 

Saise is the diamond, weighty, solid, sound; 

When cut by wit^ it casts a brighter beam ; 

Yet, zvit apart, it is a diamond still. 

Wit, widow'd of good sense, is worse than nought; 

It hoists more sail to run against a rock. 

Thus, a jfiTfl^-CHESTERFiELD is quite a fool; 

Whom dull fools scorn, and bless their want of wit 

How ruinous the rock I warn thee shun. 
Where Sirens sit, to sing thee to thy fate f 
A joy, in which our reason bears no part. 
Is but a sorrow tickling, ere it stings. 
Let not the cooings of the world allure thee ; J 

Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 
Happy! of this bad world who little know ? — 
And yet, we much must know her, to he safe. 
To knoiv the world, not love her, is thy point ; 
She gives but little, nor that little, long. 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulse ; 
A dance of spirits, a mere froth of joy. 
Our thoughtless agitation's idle child. 
That mantles high, that sparkles, and expires. 
Leaving the soul more vapid than before. 
An animal ovation 1 such as holds 
No commerce with our reason, but subsists 
On juices, thro' the well-ton 'd tubes, well-strain'd ; 
A nice machine ! scarce ever-tun'd aright ; 
And when it jars — thy Sirens sing no nfiore. 
Thy dance is done ; the demi-god is thrown 
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(Short apotheosis !) beneath the mariy 

In coward gloom immers'd, or fell despair. 

Art thou yet dull enough A^s^^xx to dread, 
And startle at destruction ? If thou art. 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 
(A field of battle is this mortal life !) 
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart \ 
A single sentence proof against the tvorld. 
" Souly body, fortune ! EvVy good pertains 
" To one of these ; but prize not all alike ; 
" The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 
** Body to soul, and soul submit to God." 
Wouldst thou build lasting happiness ? Do this 5 

TTh' inverted pyramid can never stand. 

Is this truth doubtful ? It outshines the sun ; 

Kay, the sun shines not, but to shew us this, 

The single lesson of mankind on earth. 

^nd yet — Yet, what ? No news ! Mankind is mad ! 

Such mighty numbers list against the right, 
<And what can't numbers, when bewitch 'd, atchieve !) 

They talk themselves to something like belief. 

That all earth's joys are theirs : As Athen*s fool 

Grinn'd from the port, on ev'ry sail his own. 

They grin ; but wherefore ? And how long the 
laugh? 
Half ignorance, their mirth ; and half, a lie ; 
To cheat the world, and cheat themselves, they smile. 
tJard either task ! The most abandon 'd own, 
Tliat others, if abandon'd, are undone : 
Then, for themselves, the moment reason wakes. 
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(And Providence denies it long repose) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They scarce can swallow their ebullient spleen. 
Scarce muster patience to support the farce. 
And pump sad laughtertill the curtain falls. 
ScarcCy did I say ? Some cannot sit it out ; 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw. 
And shew us xvhat their joy, by their despair. 

The clotted hair ! gor'd breast ! blaspheming eye ! 
Its impious fury still alive in d^ath ! 
Shut, shut the shocking scene. — But heav'n denies 
A cover to such guilt ; and so should man. 
Look round, Lorenzo ! see the reeking blade, 
Th' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball ; 
The strangling cord, and suffocating stream ; 
The loathsome rbttenness, and foul decays 
From raging riot (slower suicides !) 
And pride in these, more execrable still ! 
How horrid all to thought ! — But horrors these. 
That vouch the truth ; and aid my feeble song. 

From vicCy senses fancy^ no man can be blest : 
Bliss is too great, to lodge within an hour: 
When an immortal being aims at bliss. 
Duration is essential to the name. 
O for a joy from reason ! Joy from that. 
Which makes man ma7i ; and, exercis'd aright. 
Will make him more : A bounteous joy ! that gives, 
And promises j that weaves, with art divine. 
The richest prospect into present peace : 
A ]oy ambitious I Joy in common held 
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With thrones ethereal, and their greater far; ^ 

A joy high'privileg'd from chance, tithe, death ! 

Ajoy, which death shall doxxhley judgment crown ! 

Crown'd higher, and still higher, at each stage. 

Thro' blest eternity's long day; yet still. 

Not more remote from sorroiOy than from Him^ 

Whose lavish hand, whose love stupendous, pours 

So much of Deity on guilty dust. 

TlierCi O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there. 

Where not thy presence can improve my bliss ! 

Affects not this the sages of the world? 
Can nought affect them, but vvhzl fools them too ? 
Eternity, dependitig on an hour. 
Makes serious thought man's wisdom, joy, and praise, 
Nor need you blush (tho' sometimes your designs 
May shun the light) at your designs on heaven : 
Sole point f. where over-bashful is your blame. 
Are you not wise?— You know you are : Yet hear 
One truth, amid your numerous schemes, mislaid. 
Or overlooked, or thrown aside, if seen ; 
•^ Our schemes to plan by this world, or the next, 
*^ Is the sole difference between wise and fool." 
All worthy men will weigh you in this scale ; 
What wonder then, if they pronounce you light ? 
Is their esteem alouQ not worth your care ? 
Accept my simple scheme of common sense : 
Thus, save your fame, and make two worlds your own. 

The world replies not ; — but the world persists j 
And puts the cause off to the longest day, 
Planning evasions for the day of doom. 
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So far, at that re-hearing , from redress. 
They then turn witnesses against themselres. 
Hear that, Lorenzo ! Nor be wise to-morrow. 
Haste, haste ! A man, by nature, is in baste ; 
For who shall answer for another hour ? 
'Tis highly prudent, to make onetuxt friend; 
And that thou canst not do, this side the skies. 
Ye sons of earth ! (nor willing to be more !J 
Since verse you think from priestcraft somewbmt ixdt^ 
Thus, in an age so gay, the muse plain truths 
(Truths, which, at church, you mighthzve heard inprose) 
Has ventured into light; well-pleas'd the verse 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain ; 
And crown her with your welfare, not your praise. 
But praise she need not fear : I see my hie ; 
And headlong leap, like Curtius, down the gulpb. 
Since many an a-mple vtUnme^ mighty tome. 
Must die ; and die unwept 3 O thou minute 
Devoted ptige ! go forth among thy foes; 
Go, nobly proud of ra^tyrdom for truth. 
And die a double death : Mankind incens'd^ 
Denies thee long to live: Nor shalt thou rest. 
When thou art dead ; in Stygian shades arraign*d 
By Lucifer, as traitor to his thrcme; 
And bold blasphemer of his friend,— the world; 
The world, whose legions cost him slender pay. 
And volunteers, around his banner swarm ; 
Prudent, as Prussia, in her zeal for Gaul. 

" Are all, then, fools?" Lorenzo cries. — •Ye3,all, 
But such as hold this doctrine (new to tliee); 
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*• The mother of true wisdom is the wz7/;" 

The noblest intellect^ a fool without it. 

World-wisdom much has done, and more may do. 

In arts and sciences, in wars, and peace; 

But art and science, like thy wealth, will leave thee, 

And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 

This is the most indulgence can afford; — 

" Thy wisdom all can do^ hut — make thee wise^ 

Nor think this censure is severe on thee ; 

^atariy thy master, I dmre call a dunce. 
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NIGHT THE NINTH AND LAST. 



THE 

CONSOLATION. 

Coottiaiaf , amoss other Things, 

I. A MORAL SURVEY OF THE NOCTURNAL HEAVENS. 
IL A NIGHT-ADPRESS TO THE DETTY- 

HUMBLT INSCRIBED TO HIS GItACE 

THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE, 

One of His Majesty's Principal Secretaries of State. 



Fatif eoniTuriti fata rependent. Vrno. 



-As when a traveller, a long day past 
2n painful search of what he cannot find, 
^t night's approach content with the next cot, 
"There ruminates, a while, his labour lost : 
Then chears his heart with what his fate affords, 
And chants his sonnet to deceive the time. 
Till the due season calls him to repose : 
Thus I, long-travell'd in the ways of men. 
And dancing, with the rest, the giddy maze. 
Where disappointment smiles at hopts career ; 
Wam*d by the languor of life's evening ray, 

T 4 
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At length have hous'd me in an humble shefd s 
Where, future wand'ring banish'd from nay thought. 
And waiting, patient, the sweet hour of rest, 
I chase the moments with a serious song. 
Song sooths our pains ; and age has pains to sooth. 

When age, care, crime, and friends embrac'd at 
heart. 
Torn from my bleeding breast, and death's dark shadci 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th* ethereal fire ; 
Canst thou, O Night ! indulge one labour more ? 
One labour more indulge 1 then sleep, my strain ! 
Till, haply, wak'd by Raphael's golden lyre. 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and sorrow 

cease; 
To bear a part in everlasting lays ; 
Though far, far higher set, in aim, I trust, 
Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the muse asserted pleasures purCy 
Like those above ; exploding other joys ? 
Weigh what was urg'd, JLk^renzo ! fairly weigh j 
And tell me, hast thou cause to triumph still ? 
I think, thou wilt forbear a boast so bold. 
But if, beneath the favour of mistake. 
Thy smile's sincere ; not more sincere can be 
Lorenzo's smile, than my compassion for him. 
The sick in body call for aid ; the sick 
Jn mind are covetous of more disease ; 
And when at u^orst^ they dream themselves quite well 
To know ourselves diseas'd, is half our cure. 
When nature's blush by custom is wip'd ofF^ 
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And conscience, deaden'd by repeated strokes. 
Has into manners naturalized our crimes ; 
The cuf se of curses is, our curse to love ; 
To triumph in the blackness of our guilt 
(As Indians glory in the deepest jet), 
And throw aside our senses with our peace. 

But grant no guilt, no shame, no least alloy ; 
Grant joy and glory quite unsully'd shone ; 
STet, still, it ill deserves Lorekzo's heart. 
No j(^, no glori/j glitters in thy sight. 
But, through the thin partition of an hour, 
t see its sables wove by destijiy ; 
And that in sorrow bury'd ; this, in shame ; 
While hovfYing furies ring the doleful knell; 
And conscience^ now so soft thou scarce canst hear 
Her whisper, echoes her eternal peal. 

Where, the prime actors of the last yearns scene ; 
Their port so proud, their buskin, and their plume ? 
How many sleep, who kept the world awake 
With lustre, and with noise ! has death proclaimed 
A truce, and hung his sated lance on high ? 
Tis brandish'd still j nor shall the present year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf. 
Or spread of feeble life a thinner fall, 

But needless monuments to wake the thought ; 
Life's gayest scenes speak man's mortality ; 
Though in a style more florid, full as plain. 
As mausoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 
What are our noblest ornaments, but deaths 
Turn'd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble, 
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The well-stain'd canvas, or the featured stone ? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the scene. 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

" Prof est diversions ! cannot these escape ? — 
Far from it : These present us with a shroud ; 
And talk oi death y like garlands o'er a grave. 
As some bold plunderers, for bury'd wealth. 
We ransack tombs fbr pastime; from the dust 
Call up the sleeping hero ; bid him tread 
The scene for our amusement : How like gods • 
We sit ; and, wrapt in immortality. 
Shed gen'rous tears on wretches bom to die ; 
Their fate deploring, to forget our own ! 

What all the pomps and triumphs of our lives. 
But legacies in blossom ? our lean soil. 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities. 
From friends interr'd beneath ; a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead ; 
Like other worms, shall we crawl on, nor know 
Our present frailties, or approaching fate ? 

Lorenzo ! such the glories of the world ! 
What is the world itself? Thy world — A grave. 
Where is the dust that has not been alive ? 
The spade, the plough, disturb our ancestors ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe afound earth's hollow surface shakes. 
And is the ceiling of her sleeping sons* 
O'er devastation we blind revels keep ; 
Whole bury'd towns support the dancer's heel. 
The moist of human frame the sun exhales 3 
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Winds scatter thmugh the mighty void the dr^f 
Earth repossesses part of what she gave. 
And the freed spirit mounts on wings of fire ; 
Each element partakes our scattered spoils ; 
As nature, wide, our ruins spread : man*s rfecf/A 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 

Nor man alone ; his breathing bust expires, ; 

His tomb is mortal; empires die: Where, now. 
The B&man? Greek ? They stalk, an empty name I 
Yet few regard them in this useful light ; 
Though half out learning is their epitaph. 
When down thy vale, unlockt by midnight thought. 
That loves to wander in thy sunless realms, 

death I I stretch my view : what visions rise ! 

What triumphs ! toils imperial ! arts divine ! ( 

In withered laurels gHde before my sight I 

What lengths of far-fam'd ages, billow'd high 

With hum^n agitation, roll along 

In unsubstantial images of air! 

The melancholy ghosts of dead renown, 

W^hisp'ring faint echoes of the world's applause, 

With penitential aspect, as they pass, 

All point at earth, and hiss at human pride. 

The wisdom of the wise^ and pranciiigs of the great. 

But, O Lorenzo! far the rest above. 
Of ghastly nature, and enormous size, 
One form assaults my sight, and chills my blood. 
And shakes my frame. Oi one departed world 

1 see the mighty shadow : Oozy wreath 

And dismal sea-weed crown her ; o'er her urn 
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Reeling, she weeps her desolated realms. 
And bloated sons ; and, weeping, prophesies 
Another's dissolution, soon, in flames. 
But, like Cassandra, prophesies in vain ; 
In vain> to many ; not, I trust, to thee. 

For, know*st thou not, or art thou loath to know. 
The great decree, the counsel of the skies? 
Deluge and confiagratiorij dreadful powers ! 
Prime ministers of vengeance ! chain'd in caves . 
Distinct, apart the giant furies roar ; 
Apart ; or, such their horrid rage for ruin. 
In mutual conflict would they rise, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devoured. 
But not for this^ orc^ain'd their boundless rage-; 
When heaven's inferior instruments of wrath, 
War^ famine^ pestilence y are found too weak 
To scourge a world for her enormous crimes. 
These are let loose, alternate : Down they rush. 
Swift and tempestuous, from th* eternal throne. 
With irresistible commission arm'd. 
The world, in vain corrected, to destroy. 
And ease creation of the shocking scene. 

Seest thou, Lorenzo ! what depends on man ? 
Theyiz^e of nature ; as /or man, her birth. 
Earth^s actors change earth's transitory scenes, 
. And make creation groan with human guilt. 
How must it groan, in a new deluge whelm'd. 
But not of waters ! At the destin'd hour. 
By the loud trumpet summon 'd to the charge. 
See, all the formidable sons of fire. 
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Eruptions, earthquakes, cotoets, lightnings, play 
Their various engines; all at once disgorge 
Their blazing magazines ; and take, by storm. 
This poor terrestrial citadel of man. 

Amazing period ! when each mountain-height 
Out-hums Vesuvius ', rocks eternal pour 
Their melted mass, as rivers once they pourM 5 
Stars rush; and final ruin fiercely drives 
Her ploughshare o'er creation ! — while aloft. 
More than astonishment ! if more cart be ! 
Far other ^rmame?it than e'er was seen. 
Than e'er was thought by man ! far other stars ! 
Stars animate, that govern these of fire ; 
Far othtr sun I — A sun, O how unlike 
The Babe at JBethl&m ! how unlike the Man, 
That groan'd on Calvary ! — Yet He it is ; 
That Man of sorrows ! O how chang'd ! what pomp ! 
In grandeur terrible, all heav'n descends ! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
A swift archangel, with his golden wing. 
As blots and clouds, that darken and disgrace 
The scene divine, sweeps stars and suns aside. 
And now, all dross remov'd, heav'n's own pure day. 
Full on the confines of our aether, flames. 
"While (dreadful contrast !) far, how far beneath ! 
Hell, bursting, belches forth her blazing seas, 
And storms sulphureous ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this scene ; the last 
In nature's course s the first in wisdom's thought. 



286 TH£ eONMLATJOir, NIGHT IX. 

Tins strikes, if aught can iMrike thee ; thU awaket 
The most supine ; this snatches maci from deitli. 
Rouse, rouse, Lorenzo, then, and fo}k)w nc* 
Where truth, the mort momeUHtous naian ^nn hear. 
Loud calis my soul, and ardor wingi her fli^ibt. 
I find my inspiration in my tbwie ; ^ 

The grandeur of my i^b^ect is my n^ue. 

At midnight^ when mankind i« wrapl to peaoBiy 
And worldly/ancy feeds on goW^ dream* j 
To give more dread to man's mort dreadful hwr^ 
At midnight, 'tis presum'd, thi« pomp wiH bw* 
From tenfold darkness ; sudden as tht $park 
From smitten steel \ from nitrous grain, the I4a2e* 
Man, starting frxxn his couch, shall sleep no ma^ti 
The day is broke, which never mare shall ^plo^e! 
Above, around, beneath, amazemejcit aJU ! 
Terror and glory join'd in thehr extremes 1 
Our GOD in grandeur, and our tvorldQn ftre ! 
AH nature struggling in the pangij of death ! 
Dost thou not hear her ? Doirt thou oot depJore 
Her strong convulsions, and her final groan ? 
Where are we now f Ah nae ! the ground is gooe. 
On which we stood ; Lorenzo ! while thou may'0t> 
Provide more firm support, or sink for everi 
Where ? how ? from whence ? vai» hope ! itktoolitct 
Where, where, for shelter, shall tfee guilty fly» 
When consternation turns the good man pade? 

Great day ! for which all other day« were inade> 
For which earth rose from chaos^ man from tartk \ 
And an eternity, the date of Gods, 
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Descended on poor e9irfb«cfeitied man ! 
Great day of dread, decision, and despair ^ 
At thought of thee each sublunary wish 
Lets go i£$ ^ager grasp» and drops the world ; 
And catches at each reed of' h(^ in heaven. 
At thought of thee 1— and art Ithou ukseni then ? 
Lorenzo ! no j 'tis here; it is begun ; — 
Already is beg^n the grand assize. 
In thee, in all : Deputed conscience scales 
The dread tribunal, and forestalls our doom ; 
Forestalls; ami, by forestalUngf piK)ves it xi^re. 
Why on himself should man wzVif judgment pass ? 
Is idle maiyre laughing at her soi^s ? 
Who amsaewe sent, her sentence will support. 
And GOD above a«sert tha»t Gon in man, 

Thtice hap^ they ! that enter now the court 
Heav'n opens in their bosoms : But, how rare. 
Ah me ! that m^gnaninuty, how rare ! 
What hem, like the man who stands himself; 
Who dares to meet his naked heairt alone ; 
Who h^an, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 
Resolv'd to silence future- murmurs there ? 
, The coward flies ; and, flying, is undone. 
(Art thou a coward? No :) The coward flies ; 
Thinks, but thinks slightly ; asks, but fears to, know ; 
Alks, " What is truth;" with Pi i- ate ; and retires; 
Dissolves the court, ^kI mingles with the throng ; 
Asylum ^ad ! from reason, hope, and heav'n ! 

Shall all, but mdn, look out with ardent eye. 
For that great day, which was ordain'd/<?r man ? 
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day of consummation ! mark supreme 

(If men are wise) of human thought ! nor least. 

Or in the sight of angels, or their KING ! " 

Angels^ whose ladiant circles, height o'er height. 

Order o'er order, rising, blaze o'er blaze. 

As in a theatre, surround this scene. 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 

Ajigels look out for thee ; for thee, their LORD, 

To vindicate his glory ; and for thee. 

Creation universal calls aloud. 

To dis-involve the moral world, and give 

To nature's renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whose fate, whose ^/la/ fate, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought? 

1 think of nothing else ; 1 see ! I feel it ! 

All nature J like an earthquake, trembling round ! 

All Deities, like summer's swarms, on wing. ! 

All balking in the full meridian blaze ! 

I see the Judge inthron'd ! the flaming guard ! 

The volume open'd ! open'd ev'ry heart ! 

A sun-beam pointing out each secret thought ! 

No patron ! intercessor none ! now past 

The sweet, the clement, mediatorial hour ! 

For guilt no plea ! to pain, no pause ! no bound ! 

Inexorable, all ! and all, extremel 

Nor man alone ; the foe of God and man. 
From his dark den, blaspheming, drags his chain. 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder scarr'd : 
Receives his sentence, and begins his hell. 
All vengeance past, now, seems abundant grace : 
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Like meteors in a stormy sky, how roll 

His baleful eyes ! he curses whom he dreads ; 

And deems it the first moment of his fall. 

*Tis present to my thought !*— and yet where is it ? 

Angels can't tell me y angels cannot guess 

The period ; from created beings lock'd 

In darkness. But the pr^crw, and Xht place y 

Are less obscure ; for these may man enquire. 

Say^ thou great close of human hopes and fears ! 

Great key of hearts ! great finisher of fates ! 

Great end ? and great beginning ! say, Where art 

thou? 
Art thou in time^ or in eternity f 
Nor in eternity y nor tintey I find thee. 
These, as two monarchs, on tlieir borders meet, 
(Monarchs of all ^la]^'d, or tmarriv'd !) 
As in debate, how best their powers ally'd. 
May swell the grandeur, or discharge the wrath, v 
Of HIM, whom both their monarchies obey. 

Time, this fast fabric fw him built (and doomed 
With him to fall) 7ipto bursting o'er his bead ^ 
His lamp, the sun, extinguished ; fmm beneath 
The frown of hideous darkness, calls his sons 
From their long slumber ; from earth's heaving womb, 
To second birth ! contemporary throng \ 
Rous'd at One call, upstarted from one bed, 
Prest in One croud, appaird with One amaze. 
He turns them o'er. Eternity ! to thee. 
Then (as a king deposed disdains to live) 
He falls on his own scythe ; nor hW^'ulone ; 

u 
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His greatest foe falls with him ; Time^ and he 
Who murder'd all thnes offspring, Death, expire. 

TIME was ! ETERNITY now reigns alone : 
Aweful Eternity ! offended queen ! 
And her resentment to mankind, how just J 
With kind intent, soliciting access^ 
How often has she knocked at human hearts ! 
Rich to repay their hospitality. 
How often call'd ! and with the voice of God 1 
Yet bore repulse, excluded as a cheat ! 
A dream ! while foulest foes found welcome there ! 
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her smile. 

For, lo ! her twice ten thousand gates thrown wide, 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole. 
With banners streaming as the comet's blaze. 
And clarions, louder than the deep in storms. 
Sonorous as, immortal breath can blow. 
Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and powers. 
Of light, of darkness ; in a middle field. 
Wide, as creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral region ! there to mark th' event 
Of that; great drama, whose preceding scenes 
Detain'd them close spectators, through a length 
Of ages, rip'ning to this grand result ; 
Ages, as yet unnumber'd, but by God ; 
Who now, pronouncing sentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 

ETERNITY, the various sentence past. 
Assigns the sever'd throng distinct abodes. 
Sulphureous, or ambrosial : What ensues ? 
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The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 

Which makes a hell of hell, a heav*n of heav'n. 

The Goddess, with determined aspect, turns 
Her adamantine key*s enormous size 
Through destiny's inextricable wards, 
IJeep driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates. 
Then, from the crystal battlements of heaven, 
Down, down, she hurls it through the dark profound. 
Ten thousand thousand fathom ; there to rust. 
And tie'er unlock her resolution more. 
The deep resounds, and hell, through all her glooms, 
Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 
O how unlike the chorus of the skies ! 
O how unlike those shouts of joy, that shake 
The whole ethereal! how the concave rings I 
Nor Strang? ! when deities their voice exalt ; 
And louder far, than when creation rose. 
To see creation's godlike aim, and end. 
So well accomplished ! so divinely clos'd ! 
To see the mighty dramatist's last act 

(As meet) in glory rising o'er the rest. 

No fancy 'd God, a GOD, indeed, descends, 

To solve all knots; to strike the moral home ; . 

To throw full day on darkest scenes of time^ 

To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. 

Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praise. 

The charm 'd spectators thunder their applause ; 

And the vast void beyond, applause resounds. 
What then am I ? — 

Amidst applauding worlds, 
And worlds celestial, is there found on earth, 

V 2 
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A peevish^ dissonant, rebellious stiing, 

Which' jars in the grand chorus, and (^ow/rtonir.^ 

Censure (mi thee, Lorenzo i I suspend. 

And turn it on myself; how greatly due i 

All, all is right ; by God ctt'daiti'd or done 5 

And who, but God, resumed the friends Hegmtl 

And have I been cen^^briniMg^ then, so long ^ 

C&mplmmng ofhh/avaurs ; pazn^ and death f 

Who, without pain's adrice, would e*er be good? 

Who, without death, bwt wooM be good in vaini 

Pain is to save from pain ; all psmirf^ent. 

To make for peace; and death to sate from de^th-^ 

And second death, to guard bftmortaJ life j 

To rouse tfee carekss, the presumptuous awe^ 

And turn the tide oS souls anotiaer tray ; 

By the same tenderness divine oidain'd, 

TTiat planted Eden, atid bigb-Woom'd for ma% 

A fairer Eden^ endless, in the skies. 

Heav'n gives us friends to bless the/ir&xMl iceaej 
Resumes them, to prepare ud for the wxt. 
All evils natural are moral goods ; 
All Discipfine, indulgence^ on the whole^ 
None are unhapj^ : aWhave cause to simle. 
But such as to themseh^es that cause deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom o(ow pains j 
Error, in acts, or Judgment^ is the source 
Of endfess sigbs : We sin, or we mistake ; 
And nature tax, when false opinion stings. 
Let impious grief be banish *d, joy indulged ; 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim. 
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Joy from the joyous^ freqqently betrays. 

Oft lives in vanity, ^nd dies in woe. 

Joy, amidst ilUy corroborates, exalts; 

Tls joy an4 ^<Hiquest ; joy and virtue too. 

A noble fortitude in ills^ delights 

Heav'n, earth, ourselves ; 'tis d-uty, glory, peace. 

Affliction is the good man's shining scene ; 

J^rosperity conceals his brightest ray ; 

As night to stars, woe lustra gives to man. 

Heroes in battle^ pilots in the storm. 

And virtue in cialamities, admire. 

The crown of n^nhood is a winter-joy ; 

An evergreen, thgit stands the Nortliern blast. 

And blossoms in the rigour of our fate. 

•Tis a prime part of happiness, to know 
How much ujihappiness must prove our lot ; 
A part which f«w possess ! 1*11 pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 
^^ioa thtek it misery to be a man i 
Who think it is, shall never be a God. 
Some ills we wish for, when we wish to live. 

What spoke proud passion ? — " * Wish my being 
lost?" 

Pre^umptibQiiis ! blasphemous ! absurd ! and false ! 

The triumph of my soul is, — ^That I am ; 

And therefore that I may he-^-^what f Lores zo ! 

Look inward, and look deep; and deeper still ; 

Unfathomabjy deep our treasure runs 

* Referring to the first night. 

V 3 
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In golden veins, through all eternity ! 

Ages, and ages, and succeeding still 

New ages, where the phantom of an hour. 

Which courts each night, dull slumber, for repair. 

Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praise. 

And fly through infinite, and all unlock ; 

And (if deserv'd) by heav'n's redundant love. 

Made half-adorable itself, adore ; 

And find, in adoration, endless joy ! 

Where thou, not master of a moment here^ 

Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale, 

May*st boast a whole eternity^ enrich 'd 

With all a kind Omnipotence can pour* 

Since Adam fell, no mortal, uninspired. 

Has ever yet conceived, or ever shall. 

How kind is GOD, how great (if good) is Man. 

No man too largely from heav'n's love can hope. 

If what is hop'd he labours to secure. 

Ills? — there are none: All-gracious! none itom 
thee; 
From man full many ! numerous is the race 
Of blackest ills, and those immortal too. 
Begot by madness on fair liberty; 
Heav'n's daughter, hell-debauch'd! her hand alone 
Unlocks destruction to the sons of men. 
First barr'd by thine : high-wall'd with adamant. 
Guarded with terrors reaching to this world. 
And covered with the thunders of thy law ; 
Whose threats are mercies^ whose injunctions, guides^ 
Assisting, not restraining, reason* s choice ; 
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Whose sanctions, unavoidable results 

From nature's course, indulgently reveal'd ; 

If unreveal'd more dang'rous, nor less sure. 

Thus, an indulgent father warns his sons, 

** Do this 5 fly that"— nor always tells the cause ; 

Pleased to reward, as duty to his will, 

A conduct needful to their own repose. 

Great God of wonders ! (if, thy love surveyed. 
Aught else the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are these, on which to build our trust f 
Tliy ways admit no blemish ; none I find ; 
Or this alone — " That none is to be found.'' 
Not one, to soften censure's hardy crime ; 
Not one, to palliate peevish grief's Complaint, 
Who like a damqjiy murm'ring from the dust, 
Dares into judgment call her Judge. — ^Supreme ! 
For all I bless thee ; most, for the severe i 
* Her death — my oww at hand — the fiery gulph. 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ! 
It thunders ; — but it thunders to preserve ; 
It strengthens what it strikes ^ its wholesome dread 
Averts the dreaded pain 3 its hideous groans 
Join heav'n*s sweet hallelujahs in thy praise. 
Great Source of good alone ! how kind in all ! 
In vengeance kind ! pain, death, gehenna, SAVE. 

Thus in thy world material. Mighty Mind ! 
Not that alone which solaces, and shines. 
The rough and gloomy, challenges our praise. 
The winter is as needful as the spring ; 

* Lucia. 
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Tbe thundtr, as die sun ; a stagnate mass 
Of vapours breeds a pesdkntial air: 
Nor more propitious the Favanian breeze 
To nature's health, than purifying storms; 
The dread Volcano ministers to good. 
Its smother'd flames might undermine the workL 
Loud JEtnas fulminate in love to man ! 
Comets good omens are, when duly scanned 3 
And, in their use, eclipses learn to shine. 

Man is responsible for ills received ; 
Those we call wretched are a chosen band» 
Compeird to refuge in the right for peace. 
Amid my list of blessings infinite. 
Stand this the foremost, " That my heart has bled.'* 
'Tis heaven's last effort of good will to man ; 
When pain can't bless, hcav'n quits us in despw-. 
Who fails to grieve* when just occasion calls. 
Or grieves too much, deserves not to be bl^st; 
Inhuman, or effemmate,his heart; 
Beason absolves the grief, which reason ends. 
May heav'n ne'er trust my friend with happiness. 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well. 
By previous pain ; and made it sqfe to smile! 
Such smiles are mine, and such may they remain s 
Nor hazard their extinction, from excess. 
My change oi heart a change of style demands ^ 
The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a convert of my guilty song. 

As when o'er-labour'd, and inclined to breathe, 
A panting traveller, some rising ground. 
Some small ascent, has gain'd, he turns him round. 
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And measures with his eye the various vales. 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has past j 
And, satiate of his journey, thinks of home. 
Endeared by distance, nor affects more toil ; 
Thus I, though small^ indeed, is' that ascent 
The muse has gained, review the paths she trod ; 
Variousi extensive, beaten but by view j 
And, conscious of her prudence in repose. 
Pause s and with pleasure meditate an end. 
Though still remote j so fruitful is my theme. 
Through many a field of moral and divine^ 
The muse has strayed ; and much of sorrow seen 
In human ways ; and much oi false and vain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can miss. 
O'er friends deceased full heartily she wept 5 v 
Of love divine the wonders she displayed ; 
Prov'd man immortal 9 shew'd the source of joy ; 
The grand tribunal raised 5 assigned the bounds 
Oi human grirf: In few, to close the whole. 
The moral muse has shadow'd out a sketch. 
Though not in form, nor vith a RAPHAEt-stroke, 
Of viost our weakness needs believe, or do. 
In this our land of travel, and of hope. 
For peace on earth, or prospect of the skies. 

What then remains ? much ! much ! a mighty debt 
To be discharged : These thoughts, O Night ! are thine j 
From thee they came, like lovers* secret sighs. 
While others slept. So, Cynthia (poets feign) 
In shadows veiFd, soft-sliding from her sphere, 
Her shepherd chear*d ; of her enamour'd less. 
Than I of thee. — And art thou still unsung. 
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Beneath whose brow, and by whose aid, I sing ? 
Immoral silence ! where shall I begin ? 
Where end ? or how steal music from the spheres, 
To sooth their goddess ? 

O majestic Night ! 
Nature'^i great ancestor ! day's elder-born ! 
And fated to survive the transient sun ! 
By mortals, and immortals, seen with awe ! 
A starry crown thy raven brow adorns. 
An azure zone thy waist ; clouds, in heav*n*s loom 
Wrought through varieties of shape and shade. 
In ample folds of drapery divine. 
Thy flowing mantle form ; and, heaven throughout, 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train. 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature's most august. 
Inspiring aspect !) claim a grateful verse ; 
And, like a sable curtain starr'd with gold. 
Drawn o'er my labours past, shall close the scene. 

And what, O man ! so worthy to be sung ? 
What more prepares us for the songs of heaven ? 
Creation^ of archangels is the theme ! 
What, to be suqg, so needful ? What so well 
Celestial joys prepare us to sustain ? 
The soul of man, HIS face designed to see. 
Who gave these wonders to be seen by man. 
Has here a previous scene of objects greats 
On which to dwell ; to stretch to that expanse 
Of thought, to rise to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe. 
And give her whole capacities that strength. 
Which best may qualify for final joy. 
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The more our spirits afe inlarg'd on earth. 
The deeper draught shall they receive of heaven. 
Heav'n's KING ! whose face uiiveird consummates 

bliss ; 
Redundant bliss ! which fills that mighty void. 
The whole creation leaves in human hearts ! 
THOU, who didst touch the lip of Jesse's son. 
Rapt in sweet contemplation of these fires. 
And set his harp in concert with the spheres ; 
While of thy works material the Supreme 
I dare attempt, assist my daring song. 
Loose me from earth's inclosure, from the sun's 
Contracted circle set my heart at large ^ 
Eliminate 'my spirit, give it range 
Through provinces of thought yet unexplor'd 5 
Teach me, by this stupendous scaffolding. 
Creation's golden steps, to climb to THEE. 
Teach me with art great nature to controul. 
And ispread a lustre o'er the shades of night. 
feel I thy kind assent ? and shall the sun ^ 
Be seen at midnight, rising in my song ? 
Lorenzo ! come^ and warm thee : thou, whose 

heart. 
Whose little heart, is moor'd within a nook 
Of this obscure terrestrial, anchor weigh. 
Another ocean calls, a nobler port ; 
I am thy pilot, I thy prosp'rous gale. 
Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main ; 
Main, without tempest, pirate, rock, or shore ; 
And whence thou may'st import eternal vf^^hh ^ 
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And leave to beggafd iniods the pearl wd gM. 
Thy travels dost thw bpaist o'er ^ign relili^ ? 
Thou strange to the %vcrl4 / thy tour kegin i 
Thy tour through nature^s universal orb. 
Nature delineate h^r whole chart at large ; 
On soaring SQ^]s, that ^ail among th^ sphefie#; 
And man how purbHnd^ if upknown the whol^ ! 
Who circles spacious ^arthf then travels her^. 
Shall own, he never wa4 frpoi home befor^e 1 
Come, my ^ Promsthev^, frona thy pointed rwk 
Of false ambition if unchain'd, we'll mount i 
"We'll innocent^, steal celestial fire. 
And kindle our devotion at die star^f i 
A theft, that shall not cbatn^ but set thee fre^. 

Above our atiix»phere's intestine ,wai^, 
.Rain's fountaip-head, the magazine of hail ; 
Above the northern nests of feaAer'd snows. 
The brew of thunders, and die flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning; 'bov€ the cav«s 
Where infant tempests wait their growing wings. 
And tune their tender voices to that roar. 
Which soon, perhaps shall shake a guilty worlds 
Above misconstru'd omens of the sky, 
Far-travell'd comets' calculated blaze; 
Elance thy thought, and think oinwre than man. 
Thy soul, till now, contracted, withered, shrunk. 
Blighted by blasts oi earth's unwholesome air. 
Will blossom here ; spread all her faculties 
To these bright ardours ; ev'ry pow'r unfold, 

* Night the Eighth. 
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And rlw mto sublimitm of thought* 

Stars teach, a^ wdl as skine. At nature*s birth. 

Thus their commission ran—" Be kind to man/* 

Where art thou, poor bedighled traveller ! 

The Stars yiill light thee; though the moon should 

foil. 
Where art thou> mote betiigbted ! more astraj ! 
In ways imiBOCid^ The Stc^s call thee back ; 
And, if obey'd their coun^el^ set thee right* 

This prospect vast, what is it ? — ^Weigh'd aright, 
*Tis nature's system of divinity. 
And ev*ry studttnt of the Night inspires. 
Tis elder ScriptiBre> writ by GOD*s own hand : 
Scripture authentic I uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo I v^tfh ray Radius (the rich gift 
Of thought siQetua:iial !} I'll point out to thee 
Its various k96ons J some that may surprise 
An un-adept in qpeyateries of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, eltpectedin /i^ school. 
Nor thought to grow on planet^ or on star. 
Bulls, lions, scorpions, monsters here we fdgn ; 
Ourselves more monstrous, not to see what here 
Exists indeed s*^9l lecture to mankind. 

What lead we here /-^Th* existence of a GOD ? 
Yes ; and of other beings, man above ; 
Natives i^ijEther! Sons of higher climes ! 
And, what may move Lorsk2o's wonder more, 
Eternity is written in the skies. 
And whose eternity ? — Lorenzo ! Thine; 
Mankind's eternity. Nor Faith alone, 

1 
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Virtue grows here; Aer^ springs the sovVeign cure 
Of almost ev*ry vice ; but chiefly Thine ; 
Wrath^ Pride ^ Ambition^ and impure Desire. 

Lorenzo ! Thou canst wake at midnight too. 
Though not on Morals bent : Ambitiony Pleasure / 
Those tyrants I for Thee so * lately fought. 
Afford their harrass'd slaves but slender rest. 
Thou, to whom midnight is immoral noon. 
And the sun's noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of day ; 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime. 
Commencing one of our Antipodes ! 
In thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt, 
TTwixt stage and stage, of riot, and cabal ; 
And lift thine eye, (if bold an eye to lift. 
If bold to meet the face of injur'd heav'n) 
To yonder stars : For other ends they shine. 
Than to light revellers from shame to shame. 
And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of space. 
With infinite of lucid orbs replete. 
Which .set the living firmament on fire. 
At the first glance, in such an overwhelm 
Of wonderful, on man's astonish'd sight. 
Rushes Omnipotence ? — To curb our Pride ; 
Our Reason rouse, and lead it to that Power, 
Whose love lets down these silver chains of light ; 
To draw up man's Ambition to Himself ^ 
And bind our chaste Affections to His throne. 

• Night the Eighth. 



THE CONSOLATION. 30S 

Thus the three virtues, least alive on earth. 
And welcomed on heav*n*s coast with most applause. 
An Humble y Pure, and Heavenfy-mindedhezttf 
Are here inspired : — And canst thou gaze too long ? 

Nor stands thy Wrath deprived of it's reproof. 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant choin 
The planets of each system represent 
Kind neighbours; mutual amity prevails; 
Sweet interchange of rays, received, returned ; 
Enlightening, and enlightened ! All, at once. 
Attracting, and attracted ! Patriot like. 
None sins against the welfare of the whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unselfish aid, 
AflFords an emblem of Millenial love. 
Nothing in nature, much less conscious being. 
Was e'er created solely, for Itself: 
Thus man his sovW6ign duty learns ii^ this 
Material picture of benevolence. 

And know, of all our supercilious race. 
Thou most inflammable ! Thou wasp of men ! 
Man's angry heart, inspected, would be found 
As rightly set, as are the starry spheres ; 
*Tis Nature^ structure, broke by stubborn Will, 
Breeds all that un-celestial discord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the bias Nature gave ? 
Canst thou descend from converse with the skies. 
And seize thy brother's throat ? — For what — a Clod, 
An inch oi Earth? The Planets cry, " Forbear," 
They chase our double darkness -, Nature's gloom. 
And (kipder still !) our intellectual night. 
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And see, Dc^$ amiable sister sends 
Her invitation, in tlic softest rays 
Of mitigated lustre ; courts thy sight. 
Which suffers from her tyrant-brother's blaise. 
Night grants thee the fall freedom of the skies» 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 
With Gaiuj and Joy, she bribes thee to be wise. 
Night opes the noblest scenes, and sheds an awe^ 
Which gives those venerable scenes full weight. 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart ; 
While light peeps through the darkness, like a spy} 
And darkness shews its gratKieur by the light* 
Nor is the Prqfit greater than the /(py. 
If human hearts at glorious objects gtofWy 
And admiration can inspire delight. 

What speak I more, than I, Tbis moment, feel? 
With pleasing stupor first the sool is struck 
(Stupor ordained to make her truly wise I) : 
Then into transport starting ftom her trauce,^ 
With love^ and admiration, how she glows ! 
This gorgeous apparatus! This di^ay \ 
This ostentation of creative power \ 
This theatre f-— what eye can take it m } 
By what divine enchantment was it rais'd. 
For minds of the first magmtude to launch 
In endless speculation^, and adore ? 
One suh by day, by night Ten thousand shine ; 
And light us deep into the DEITY ; 
How boondless in magnifieence and might 1 
O what a confluence of ethereal fires. 
Form urns un-number'd, down the steep of heav*n. 
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Streams to a point, and centres in my sight ! 

Nor tarries there s I feel it at my Heart. 

My heart, atonce^ it humbles, and exalts; 

liays it in dUst, and calls it to the skies. 

Who sees it unexalted ? or unaw'd ? 

Who sees it, and can stop at what is seen ? 

Material offspring of Omnipotence! 

Inanimate, All-animating birth ! 

Work worthy Him who made it ! Worthy praise I 

All praise ! praise more than human ! nor deny'd 

Thy praise Divine ! — But tho' man, drown'd in sleep, 

With-holds his homage, not alone I wake ; 

Bright legions swarm unseen, and sing, unheard 

By mortal ear, the glorious Architect, 

In Thld His universal temple hung 

With lustres, with innumerable lights. 

That shed religion on the soul ; at once. 

The Temple^ and the Preacher ! O how loud 

It calls devotion ! genuine growth of Night ! ' 
Devotion ! daughter of astronomy ! 

An undevout astronomer is mad. 

True ; All things speak a GOD ; but in the small. 

Men trace out Him ; in great, He seizes man ; 

Seizes, and elevates, and wraps, and fills 

With new inquiries, 'mid associates new. 

Tell me, ye stats ! ye planets ! tell me, all 

Ye starr'd, arid planeted, inhabitants ! What is it ? 

What are these $ons of wonder ? Say, proud arch, 

(Within those azure palaces they dwell) 

Built with divine ambition ! in disdain 
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Of limit built ! built in the taste of heaven ! 

Vast concave ! ample dome ! wast thou desigii'#f j 

A meet apartment for the DEITY ? — 

Not so ; That thought alone thy state impairs^ 

Thy Lojty sinks, and shallows thy Profound^ 

And streightens thy Diffusive s dwarfs the who] 

And makes an universe an Orrery. 

But when I drop mine eye, and look on msia^ 
Thy right regained, thy grandeur is restored, 
O Nature ! wide flies off th' expanding roundi* 
As when, whole magazines, at once, are fir'd. 
The smitten air is hollow'd by the blow ; 
The vast displosion dissipates the clouds ; 
Shock'd aether's billows dash the distant skies ; 
llius (but far more) th' expanding round flies 
And leaves a mighty void, a spacious womb. 
Might teem with new creation j re-inflam'd 
Thy luminaries triumph, .and assume 
Divinity themselves. Nor was it strange. 
Matter high-wrought to such surprising pomp. 
Such godlike glory, stole the style of gods. 
From ages dark, obtuse, and steep'd in Sense \ 
For, sure, to Sense^ they truly are divine. 
And half-absolv'd idolatry from guilt ; 
Nay, turn'd it into virtue. Such it was 
In those, who put forth all they \i?iA oi Man '*^^ 

Unlost, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher ; 
But, weak of wing, on planets perch'd ; and thought 
What was their highest, must be their ador'd. 

But They how weaky who could no higher mount ? 
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And are there, then, Lorenzo ! Those, to whom 
Unseen, and unexistent, are the Same ? 
And if Incomprehensible is join'd. 
Who dare pronounce it madness, to believe ? 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown aside 
All measure in His work ; stretch 'd out His line 
So far, and spread amazement o'er the whole ? 
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes). 
Deep in the bosom of His universe, 
Dropt down that reasoning mite, that insect, Man, 
To craw], and gaze, and wonder at the scene ? 
That man might ne'er presume to plead amazement 
For disbelief of wonders in Himself. 
Shall Gob be less miraculous, than what 
His hand has formed ? Shall Mysteries descend 
From Un-mysterious ? Things more Elevate, 
Be more familiar ? Uncreated lie 
More obvious than Created, to the grasp 
Of human thought ? The more of Wonderful 
Is heard in Him, the more we should assent. 
Could we conceive Him, GOD He could not be ; 
Or He not GOD, or we could not be Men. 
A GOD alone can comprehend a GOD 5 
MarCs distance how immense ! On such a theme. 
Know Thisi Lorenzo ! (seem it ne'er so strange) 
Nothing can satisfy, but what confounds 5 
Nothing, but what astonishes, is true. 
The scene thou seest, attests the truth I sing. 
And ev'ry star sheds light upon thy creed. 
These stars, this furniture, this cost of heaven, 

X 2 
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If but reported^ thou had»t ne'er belier'd ; 
But thine Eye itWs thee, the Bomance is true. 
The grand of nature is th' Almighty's oath. 
In Reason's court, to silence UnbeU^. 

How my mind, op'ning at this scene, imbibed 
The moral emanations of the skies. 
While nought, perhaps, Loreneo letss admires ! 
Has the Great Sov'reign sent ten thouisand Worlds 
To tell us. He resides above them All, 
In glory's unapproachable recess ? 
And dare Ear Ms bold inhabitants deny 
The sumptuous, the magnific embassy 
A moment's audience ? Turn we, nor will heir 
From whom they ccwne, or what they wt)uki impatt 
For man's emolument $ sol^ canSe that stoopi 
Their grandeur to man's eye ? Lohjb^zo ! rouslfe ; 
Let thought, awaken'd, lake the llgbtaitig's wiiig^ 
And glance finam cast to west, from pole to pble. 
Who sees, but is confouodedi, or coclTinc'd ? 
Renounces Reason^ or a GOD«dores ? 
Mankind was sent Into the wotld to see: 
Sight gives the science iieedfui to thdir pe6Ce i 
That obvious science asks sfwaii learaing's aid. 
Wouldst thou on metaphystc pinicms ^dax ? 
Or wound thy patience amid logic thomfe ? 
Or travel history's etiormoiis round ? 
Nature no such hard task injoi^s c She gUve 
A make to man directive of his thowgbt ; 
A make set upright, pointing to the stars. 
As who shall say, ** Read thy cbmf lesaob there/' 
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Too late to read this tn$uiuscript of heaven^ 

When, like a parchment-scrpll, shrunk up by flame$. 

It folds I^iiEN^'s lesson Irom his sight. 

Lesson how various ! Not the God alone, 

I see His Ministers ; I see, diffused 

In radiant orders, essences sublime. 

Of various offices, of various plume. 

In heav'nly liveries, distinctly clad. 

Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold. 

Or 9II commix'd; they ^tand, with wings oa^r 

spread. 

Listening to catch t^e Master's least command. 

And fly through Nature, ere the moment ends ; 

Numbers innumerable 1-ir-^WeU conqeiv'd 

By PagoHy and by Christian ! 0*er each sphcr^ 

Presides an aiigel, to direct its course. 

And feed, or^in, its flames; or to discharge 

Other high trusts unknown. For who can see 

Such pomp of matter> and imagine. Mind, 

For which alme Inanimate was made. 

More sparingly dispensed ? That nobler son. 

Far liker the great SIRE !— Tis thus the skies 

Inform us of superiors numberless, 

As much, in Ex(xllence^ above mankind. 

As above Earth, in Magnitude, the Spheres. 

These y as a cloud of witnesses, haqg o'er us; 

In a throng'd theatre are all our deeds ; 

Perhaps, a thousand demigods descend 

On ev'ry beam we see, to walk with men. 

Aweful refliection ! Strong restraint firgm ill! 

• X 3 
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Yet, here^ our virtue finds still stronger aid 
From these ethereal glories Sense surveys. 
Something, like magic, strikes from this blue vault; 
With just attention is it view'd ? We feel 
A sudden succour, unimplor'd, unthought ; 
Nature herself does half the work of Man. 
Seas, rivers, mountains, forests, desarts, rocks. 
The promontory's height, the depth profound 
Of subterranean, excavated grots. 
Black brow'd, and vaulted high, and yawning wide 
From Nature^ structure, or the scoop of Timei 
If ample of dimension, vast of size, 
Ev'n These an aggrandizing impulse give ; 
Of solemn thought enthusiastic heights 
Ev'n These infuse. — But what of vast in These ? 
Nothing ; — or we must own the skies forgot. 
Much less in Art. — ^Vain Art ! Thou pigmy power I 
How dost thou swell and strut, with human pride, 
To shew thy littleness ! What childish toys. 
Thy watry columns squirted to the clouds ! 
ITiy bason'd rivers, and imprisoned seas ! , 
Thy mountains moulded into forms of men ! 
Thy hundred-gated 'Ctfpi7a/y / or Those 
Where three days travel left us much to ride y 
Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought. 
Arches triumphal, theatres immense. 
Or nodding Gardens pendent in mid-air ! 
Or Temples proud to meet their Gods half-way ! 
Yet These affect us in no common kind. 
What then the force of such superior scenes ? 
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Enter a temple, it will strike an awe : 
What awe from This the DEITY has built ? 
A Good Man seen, though silent, counsel gives: 
The touch 'd spectator wishes to be wise : 
In a bright mirror His own hands have made. 
Here we see something like the face of GOD. 
Seems it not then enough, to say, Lorenzo ! 
To man abandon'd, " Heist thou seen the skies?*' 

And yet, so thwarted nature's kind design 
By daring man, he makes her sacred awe 
(That guard from ill) his shelter, his temptation 
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celestial art's intent. The trembling stars 
See crimes gigantic, stalking through the gloom 
With front erect, that hide their head by day. 
And making night still darker by their deeds. 
Slumb'ring in covert, till the shades descend. 
Rapine and Murder, link'd, now prowl for prey. 
The miser earths his treasure ; and the thief. 
Watching the mole, half-beggars him ere mom. 
Now Plots, and foul Conspiracies, awake ; 
And, muffling up their horrors from the moon, 
Havock and devastation they prepare. 
And kindoms tott'ring in the field of blood. 
Now sons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
What shall I do ? — ^Suppress it ? or proclaim ? — 
Why sleeps the thunder ? Now, Lorenzo ! now. 
His best friend's couch the rank adulterer 
Ascends secure ; and laughs at gods and men. 
Prepost'rous madmen, void of fear or shame, 

X 4 
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Lay their crimes bare to these chaj^te eye3 pf heaveq j 
Yet shrink, and shudder, at a mortals sight. 
Were moon, and stars, for villains 07ily nis^de ? 
To guide, yet screen them with tenebrious light f 
No ; they \yere n^ade to fashion the sublime 
Of human hearts, and wiser make the Wise. 

Those ends were answer'd once ; when mortals liv*4 
Of stronger wing, of aquilin0 ascept 
In theory sublime. . O how MQlike 
Those vermine of the night, this moment suqg. 
Who crawl on Earth, and on her v^nom feed ! 
Those antient sages. Human stars ! They m^t 
Their brothers of the Skies, at midpight hour ; 
Their counsel ask'd ; and, what they a^k'd, obQ/l^d. 
The Stagirite, and Plato, He who drank 
The poison'd bowl, and He of Tuseulunix 
With him of Corduba (immortal names !) 
In these unbounded, and ^lysian^ walks. 
An area fit for Gods, aqd Godlike men. 
They took their nightly round, through radiant paths 
By Seraphs trod ; instructed, chiefly, thus. 
To tread in Their bright footsteps here below j 
To walk in worth still brighter than the skie^. 
There they contracted their contempt of Earth ; 
Of hopes eternal kindled. There, the fire ; 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew 
<Gre^t visitants !) mofe intimate with GOD, 
More worth to Meti, more joyous to Themselves. 
Tlirough various Virtues, they, with ardor, raa 
The Zodiac o( their learn 'd, illustrious lives. 
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In Christi0H hfirtsi^ O for a Pagan zezl I 
A needful, but ^pprebriom pray'r ! As much 
Our Ardor J^§8, as Qrf ater is pur Light. 
How monst'Foijs Tbi§ in M^rais f Scarce more string e 
Would this JPh^nomemn in nature strike, 
A -Smw, t)ift| fro^e her, gr a fS^ar, that warm'd. 
What taught these heroes of the moral world ? 
To these ^ou ^v'st thy Praise^ give Credit too- 
These doctors ne'er wore pensioned to deceive thee ; 
And P^m tutors afe thy taste.r— They taught. 
That, that pajrrpw views betray to misery : 
That, wise it is tp o^mpffAmn^ the whole ; 
That, Virtue, torn firom Nature, ponder'd weH, 
The singl? bd^ of Viriu^ built to heavep : 
IJiat QQJ)^ and Naturf^ our attentiga claim ; 
77m/, Nature is tb? glass reflecting GOO, 
As, by thp Se^y refi^Qted ia the Sun, 
Too glorious to b^ gaz'd on in his ^here ; 
That^ Miwi iM0ortal Ipves immortal aims . 
That, houndl^^i Mind aEeqts a boundless Space : 
That vast surveys^ and the sublime of things. 
The soul assimilate, and make her great ; 
That, therefore, beav'n her glories, as a fund 
Of inspiration, thus spo'eads out to man. 
Such are their doctrines ; such ihp Light inspir'd. 

And what more true ? What truth of greater weight ? 
The soul of man was made to walk the skies ; 
Delightful outlet of her prispn Here ! 
There, disincumber'd from her chains, the ties 
Of toys terrestrial, she can rove at large. 
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Thercy freely can respire, dilate, extend. 
In full proportion let loose all her powers ; 
And, undeluded, grasp at something great. 
Nor, as a stranger, does she wander there ; 
But, wonderful herself, through wonder strays; 
Contemplating their grandeur, finds her own ; 
Dives deep in their osconomy divine. 
Sits high in Judgment on their various laws. 
And, like a master, judges not amiss. 
Hence greatly pleas'd, and justly proud, the soul 
Grows conscious of her birth celestial ; breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air 5 
And feels herself at home amongst the star^ ; 
And, feeling, emulates her country's praise. 

What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo !— 
As Earth the body, since, the Skies sustain 
The soul with food, that gives immortal life. 
Call it. The noble pasture of the Mindf 
Which there expatiates, strengthens, and exults. 
And riots through the luxuries of thought. 
Call it. The Garden of the DEITY, 
Blossom'd with stars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambrosial ; moral fruit to man. 
Call it J The breast-plate of the true High-priest, 
Ardent with gems oracular, that give. 
In points of highest moment, right response ; 
And ill neglected, if we prize our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true astrology ; 
Thus, have we found a new^ and noble sense. 
In which alone stars govern human fates. 
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that the Stars (as some have feign'd) let fall 
Bloodshed, and havock, on embattl'd realms. 
And resGu'd Monarchy from so black ^ guilt ! 
Bourbon ! this wish how genVous in a foe ! 
Wouldst thou be great, wouldst thou become a God, 
And stick thy deathless name among the stars,^ 
JFor mighty conquests on a needle's point ? 
Instead of forging chains (ox foreigners^ 
BastileAhy Tutor : Grandeur all thy aim ? 

As yet thou know'st not what it is : How great. 
How glorious, thetiy appears the Mind of man. 
When in it all the stars, and planets, roll ! 
And what it seems, it is : Great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge ; 
Those still more Godlike, as These more divine. 

And more divine thzn TTiese, thou canst not see. 
Dazzled, o'erpower'd, with the delicious draught 
Of miscellaneous splendors, how I reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end ! 
An Edeny this! a Paradise unlost ! 

1 meet the DEITY in ev'ry view. 

And tremble at my nakedness before him ! 
O that I could but reach the Tree of Life ! 
Tot Here it grows, unguarded from our taste ; 
No flaming Sword denies our entrance Here ; 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 

LoREKZo ! much of Moral hast thou seen. 
Of curious arts art thou more fond ? Then mark 
The Mathematic glories of the skies. 
In number, weight, and measure, all ordain'd. 

1 
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Lorenzo's boai^ted buiWers, Chance^ and. Fate^f 

Are left to finidi hU aerUl towers j 

Wisdom and CApzVr<?, th^ir weli-knowp chaypcterf 

jyi?re deep impress ; and claim it for their owq. 

Though splendid all, ^o splendor void of usf ; 

Use rivals -B^«ii[(y ; 4rt contends with P^wery 

No wanton vfmH, amid effuse expence ; 

The great Oec^i^phist adju$t;mg all 

To prudent pomp, magnificervtjy wi?e. 

How ijeb th^ prospect ! and for eyer n^ w ! 

And neumt to the man that viewti WmQst ; 

For newer still in inSnite suqqeedsi. 

Then, these aprial racers^ O how swift ! 

HowthQ shaft loiters from the strongest string ! 

Spirit alone can distance the career. 

Orb above orb ascending without end ! 

Circle in circle, without end» inqlosi'd ! 

Wheel, within wH^l; KzEigint. ! like to thine ! 

LilcQ thine, it ^een^s a vision or a dream > 

Though seen, we labour ta believe It tri^ ! 

What involution ! what extent ! what swarms 

Of worlds, that laugh ^t Eartb ! immensely great ! 

Immensely distant from eaqh other's spheres! 

What, then, the wondVous Space thro' which they 

roll? 
At oncq it quite ingulphs all human thought; 
'Tis compfehensipn'^ absolute defeat. 

Nor think thou s^est a wild disorder here ; 
Through this illustrious chaos to the sight. 
Arrangement neat/ and chastest order, reign. 
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The path jwescrib'd, inviolably kept. 

Upbraids the lavsrless sallies of mankind. 

Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; , 

WTiat knots are ty'd I how soon are they dissolv'd, 

^nd set the seembg marry'd planets free ! 

rhey rove for ever, without error rove ; 

[]Jonfusion unconfus'd i nor less admire 

rhis tumult untumultuous ; all on wing ! 

[n motion, all 1 yet what profound repose ! 

What fervid action, yet no noise ! as aw'd 

To silence, by the presence of their LORD ; 

Or hush'd by His command, in love to man. 

And bid let fall soft beams on human rest. 

Restless themselves^ On yon caerulean plain. 

In exultation to Their GOD, and Thine^ 

rhey dance, they sing eternal jubilee. 

Eternal celebration of //zV praise. 

But, since their ^fo;^ arrives not at our ear. 

Their Dance perplcx'd exhibits to the sight 

Fair Hieroglyphic of His peerless power. 

Mark, how the Labyrintkian turns they take. 

The circles intric5U:e, and mystic maze. 

Weave the grand cypher of Omnipoteiice ^ 

To Gods, how great ! how legible to Man ! 

Leaves so much wonder greater wonder still ? 
Where are the pillars that support the skies ? 
What more than Atlantean shoulder props 
Th* incumbent load ? What magic, what strange art, 
Jn fluid air these ponderous orbs sustains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains ?— ^ 
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And so they are ; in the high will of heaven. 
Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air^ 
Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought. 
Or nought of all ; if such the dread decree. 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The most gigantic sons of earth, the broad 
And tow'ring Alps, all tost into the sea ; 
And, light as down, or volatile as air. 
Their bulks enormous, dancing on the waves. 
In time, and measure, exquisite ; while all 
The winds, in emulation of the spheres. 
Tune their sonorous instruments aloft ; 
The concert swell, and animate the ball. 
Would this appear amazing ? What, then, worlds. 
In a far thinner element sustained. 
And acting the same part, with greater skill. 
More rapid movement, and for noblest Ends f 

More obvious ends to pass, are not these stars 
The seats majestic, proud imperial thrones. 
On which angelic delegates of heaven. 
At certain periods, as the Sovereign nods. 
Discharge high trusts of Fengeance, or of Loves 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand design. 
And acts most solemn still more solemnize ? 
Ye Citizens of air! what ardent thanks. 
What full effusion of the grateful heart. 
Is due from man indulg'd in such a sight ! 
A sight so noble ! and a sight so kind ! 
It drops new truths at ev'ry new survey ! 
Feels not LoRfeNZO something stir within. 
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That sweeps away all period ? As these spheres 

JHeasure duration^ they no less inspire 

The Godlike hope of ages without end. 

The boundless Space, through which these rovers take 

Their restless roam^ suggests the sister thought 

Of boundless Time. Thus, by kind Nature^s skill. 

To man un-labour'd, that important guest, 

Uternity, finds entrance at the Sight: 

And an Eternity, for man ordain*d. 

Or these his destin'd midnight counsellors, 

The Stars, had never whispered it to man. 

I^ATURE informs, but ne'er insults, her sons. 

Could she then kindle the most ardent wish 

To disappoint it ? — ^That is blasphemy. 

Thus, of thy creed a second article, 

Momentous, as th* existence of a GOD, 

Is found (as I conceive) where rarely sought ; 

And thou may'st read thy Soul immortal. Here. 

Here, then, Lorenzo ! on these glories dwell *, 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof. 
That calls the wretched Gay to dark delights. 
Assemblies ? — This is one divinely bright ; 
Here, un-endanger'd in health, wealth, or fame. 
Range through the fairest, and the Sultan scorn, 
Jle, wise as Thou, no Crescent holds so fair. 
As that, which on his turban awes a world -, 
And thinks the Moon is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
A mind superior to the charms of Power. 
Thou muffled in delusions of this life ! 
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Can yonder Moon turn oceto in htl bed. 
From side to side, in ccHlstant ebb> iind 6ow^ 
And purify from stench his watry fealms ? 
And fails her moral inRuencQ ? Wants Aie p6Wer 
To turn Lo r b n zo's stubborn tide of thought 
From stagnating on Earth's infected shore. 
And purge from nuisance hisi corrupted heart ? 
Fails her attraction when it draws to heaven ? 
Nay, and to what thou valu'st more^ EartK% joy ? 
Minds elevate^ and panting for Unseen^ 
And defecate from Setise^ alone obtain 
Full relish of existence un^deflowr'd. 
The Life of life, the Zest of worldly bliss : 
All else on earth amolmts— to whut ? To This : 
" Bad to be Suffer' di Blessings td be Left :'^ 
Earth's richest iiiveiitory boasts nO mdrfe. 

Of higher scenes be> then, the oUI obey'd. 
O let me gaae !— Of g4:ring there's no ehd. 
O let me think I — ^Thought too is wilder'd heres 
In mid-way flight imaginittion tires ; 
Yet soon re-pruncs heir wing to sodr anew. 
Her point unable to fotbeiar, or gain ; 
So great the pleaaure, so ptqfaund the plan 1 
A banquet, this^ where men, and angels, meet. 
Eat the same Manna^ mingle earthy and heaven. 
How distant some of these nocturnal suns ! 
So distant (says the sage) 'twere not absurd 
To doubt, if beams, set out at Nature% birth. 
Are yet arriv'd at this so foreign world j 
Though nothing half so rftpid as (heir fl'^tw 
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An eye of awe and wonder let me roll. 

And Toll for eve?' : Who can satiate sight 

In such a scene ?. in such an ocean wide 

Of deep astonishment ? where depth, height, breadth. 

Are lost in their extremes ; and where to count 

The thick-sown glories in this field of fire. 

Perhaps a Seraph^s computation fails. 

Now, go. Ambition ! boast thy boundless might 

In conquest, o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles. 
To give his tott'ring faith a solid base. 
Why call for less than is already thine ? 
Thou art no novice in theology ; 
What is a Miracle ? — Tis a reproach, 
Tis an implicit satire, on mankind ; 
And while it satisfies, it censures too. 
To common sense, great Nature*s course proclaims 
A DEITY : When mankind falls asleep, 
A Miracle is sent, las ah alarm ; 
To wake the world, and prove Him o*er again. 
By recent argument, but not more strong. 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power. 
Or nature's laws to ^x, or to repeal ? 
To make a sun, or stop his mid career ? 
To countermand his orders, and send back 
The flaming courier to the frighted East, 
Warm'd, and astonish'd, at his ev'ning ray ? 
Or bid the Moon^SiS with her journey tir'd. 
In Jjalon's soft, flow'ry vale repose? 
Great things are these j still greater, to create, 

Y 
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From Adam's bowV look down thro' the whole traim 

Of miracles y — ^resistless is their pow'r ? 

They do not, can not, more amaze the mind. 

Than this, calCd un-miraculous survey. 

If dull/ weigh'd, if rationally seen. 

If seen with human eyes. The Brute^ indeed. 

Sees nought but Spangles here ; the Fooly no more. 

Say'st thou, " The course of Nature governs all ?" 

The Course of Mature is the Art of GOD. 

The miracles thou call'st for. This attest ; 

For say, could Nature Nature's course controul ? 

But, miracles apart, who sees HIM not. 
Nature's Controuler, Author, Guide, and End? 
Who turns his eye on Nature's midnight face. 
But must enquiife — " What hand behind the scene, 
^* What arm Almighty, put these wheeling globes 
" In motion, and wound up the vast machine ? 
" Who rounded in his palm these spacious orbs ? 
*^ Who bowl'd them flaming thro' the dark profoundt 
** Numerous as glitt'ring gems of morning dew, 
" Or sparks from populous cities in a blaze, 1 

" And set the bosom o(Old Night on fire ? i 

•' Peopled her desart, and made horror smile ?" \ 

Or, if the military style delights thee. 
For stars have fought their battles, leagu'd with man) 
" Who marshals this bright host ? Enrolls their names? 
" Appoints their posts, their marches, and returns, 
'^ Punctual, at stated periods ? who disbands 
" These vet'ran troops, their final duty done, 
*' If e*er disbanded ?" — HE, whose potent word. 
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Like the loud trumpet, levy'd first their powers 
In Night's inglorious empire, where they slept 
In beds of darkness : arm'd them with fierce flames. 
Arranged, and disciplined, and cloath'd in gold ; 
And caird them out of Chaos to the field. 
Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 
O let us join this army ! joining these. 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour. 
When brighter flames shall cut a darker night; 
When these strong demonstrations of a GOD 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their spheres. 
And one eternal curtain cover all ! 

Struck at that thought, as new awak'd, I lift 
A more enlighten'd eye, and read the stars 
To man still more propitious ; and their aid 
(Though guiltless of idolatry) implore. 
Nor longer rob them of their noblest name. 
O ye Dividers of my Time ! Ye bright 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years. 
In your fair Kalendar, distinctly marked ! 
Since that authentic, radiant register. 
Though man inspects it not, stands good against him ; 
Since Youy and years, roll on, tho* man stands still ; 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to Wisdom s now beyond 
All shadow of excuse for fooling on. 
Age smooths our path to prudence ; sweeps aside 
The snares keen Appetite, and passion, spread 
To catch stray souls ; ancj woe to that grey head. 
Whose folly would undo, what Age has done ! 

Y 2 
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Aid then, aid, all ye stars ! — Much rather, THOU^ 
Great ARTIST ! Thou, whose finger set aright 
This exquisite Machine^ with ^11 its Wheels^ 
Though intervolv'd, exact ; and pointing out 
Life's rapid, an^ irrevocable flight. 
With such an Index fair, as none can miss. 
Who lifts an eye, nor sleeps till it is clos'd. 
Open mine eye, dread DEITY ! to read 
The tacit doctrine of thy works ; to see 
Things as they are, un-alter'd through the glass 
Of worldly wishes. Tirtie I Eternity ! 
(Tis these, mis-measur'd, ruin all mankind) 
Set them before me ; let me lay them both 
In equal scale, and learn their various, weight. 
Let Time appear a Moment^ as it is ; 
And let Etemity^s full orb, at once. 
Turn on my soul, and strike it into heaven. 
When shall I see far more than chj^rms me now ? 
Gaze on creation's model in Thy breast 
Unveil'd, nor wonder at the transcript more ? 
When this vile, foreign, dust, which smothers all 
That travel Earth's deep vale, shall I shake off? 
When shall my soul her incarnation quit^ 
And, re-adopted to thy blest embrace. 
Obtain her Apotheosis in THEE ? 

Dost think, Lorenzo, this is WandVing wide > 
No, 'tis directly striking at the mark ; 
To wake thy dead Devotion * was my point ; 

* PajeSOl. < 
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And how I bless Night^s consecrating shades^ 

Which to a Temple turn an Universe ; 

Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven, 

And antidote the pestilential earth ! 

In ev'ry storm, that either frowns, or falls. 

What an asylum has the soul in prayV ! 

And what a Fane is This, in which to pray ! 

And what a GOD must dwell in such a Fane ! 

O what a genius must inform the skies I 

And is Lorenzo's salamander-heart 

Cold, and untouched, amid these sacred fires ? 

O ye nocturnal sparks ! Ye glowing embers. 

On heav'n's broad hearth 1 who bum, or burn no more. 

Who blaze, or die, as Great JEHOVAH's breath 

Or blows you, or forbears; assist my song ; 

Pour yo\ir whole influence ; exorcise his heart. 

So long possest j and bring him back to Man. 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer still ? 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to contest 
Truths, which, contested, put thy Parts to shame. 
Nor shame they more Lorenzo's Headthsin Heart, 
A faithless heart, how despicably small ! 
Too streight, aught great, or genVous, to receive 1 
Fiird with an atom ! filled, and foul'd, with Selff 
And Self mistaken ! Self, that lasts an hour ! 
Instincts and Passions, of the nobler kind. 
Lie suffocated there ; or They alone, 
Jteason apart, would wake high hope ; and open, 
To ravish'd thought, that Intellectual sphere. 
Where, Order, Wisdom, Goodness, Providence, 

Y 3 
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Their endless miracles of love display. 

And promise all the truly great desire. 

The mind that would be happy ^ must be great ; 

Great, in its wishes ; great, in its surveys. 

Extended views a narrow mind extend ; 

Push out its corrugate, expansive make. 

Which, ere long, more than planets shall embrace, 

A man of Compass makes a man of Worth ; 

Divine contemplate, and become Divine. 

As man was made for glory, and for bliss. 
All littleness is in approach to woe -, 
Open thy bosom, set thy wishes wide. 
And let in Manhood; let in Happiness j 
Admit the boundless theatre of thought 
From nothing, up to GOD ; which makes a Man. 
Take GOD from Nature, nothing great is left ; 
Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing sees ; 
Man's heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound ; erect thine eye ; 
See thy distress ! how close art thou besieged ! 
Besieg'd by Nature, the proud sceptic's foe ! 
Inclos'd by these innumerable worlds. 
Sparkling conviction on the darkest mind, 
Ais in a golden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, sure captive of belief ! 
From this thy blest captivity, what art. 
What blasphemy to reason, sets thee free ! 
This scene is heav'n's indulgent violence : 
Canst thou bear up against this tide of glory ? 
What is earth bosom'd in these ambient orbs. 
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But, faith in GOD impos'd, and press'd on man ? 
Dar'st thou still litigate thy desp'rate cause^ 
Spit6 of these numerous, aweful, witnesses^ 
And doubt the deposition of the skies ? 
O how laborious is thy way to ruin ! 

Laborious ! 'tis impracticable quite ; 
To sink beyond a doubt^ in this debate. 
With all his weight of wisdom and of will. 
And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. 
Some wish they did-^ but no man disbelieves. 
GOD is a Spirit ; Spirit cannot strike 
These gross, material organs ; GOD by man 
As much is seen, as Man a GOD can see. 
In these astonishing exploits of power. 
What order, beauty, motion, distance, size ! 
Cbncertion of design, how exquisite ! 
How complicate, in their divine police ! 
Apt means ! great ends ! consent to gen'ral good ! — 
Each attribute of these matt rial gods. 
So long (and that with specious pleas) ador'd, 
A sepVate conquest gains o'er rebel thought 5 
And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 

Lorenzo ! this may seem harangue to thee ; 
Such all is apt to seem, that thwarts our will. 
And dost thou, then, demand a simple proof 
Of this great master moral of the skies, 
Unskiird, or dis-inclin'd, to read it there ? 
Since 'tis the basis, and all drops without it. 
Take it, in one compact, unbroken chain. 
Such proof insists on an attentive ears 

y 4 
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'Twill not make one amid a qiob of thoughts. 
And, for thy notice, struggle with the worjd. 
Retire; — the world shut out; — thy thoughts, cail^ 

home; — 

Imagination's airy wing repress ; 

Lock up thy Senses; — let.no Passion stir ; — 
Wake all to Reason ;— let her rejign alone ; 
Then, in thy Souts deep silence, and the depth 
Of Nature's silencq, midnight, thus inquire. 
As / have done ; and shall inquire np more. 
In nature's channel, thus the question^ run. 
" What am I? and from Whence? — I nothbg^ 

know, 
" But that I am ; and, since 1 am, conclude 
" Something Eternal : Had there e'er been Nought^ 
" Nought still had been : Eternal there must be. — 
*^ But what eternal? — ^Why not Human Race ? 
" And Adam's ancestors without an end ? — 
" That's hard to be conceiv'd; since ev'ry link 
" Of that long chain'd succession is so frail ; 
*' Can ev'ry Part depend, and not the Whole f 
^' Yet grant it true ; nezv difficulties rise; 
" I'm still quite out at sea ; nor see the shore. 
" Whence Earth, and these bright Orbs ? — Eternal 

too? 
" Grant Matter was eternal ; still these Orbs 
" Would want some other father ; — much design 
" Is seen in all their Motions, all their Makes ; . 
*^ Design implies Intelligence, and Art ; 
'* That can't be from Themselves*--ox Mati i TZtai art 
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^^ Man scarce can comprehend, could man bestow ? 

^* And nothing greater yet allowed than Man, — 

^' Who, Motion, foreign to the smallest grain, 

** Shot through vast masses of enormous weight ? 

^ Who bid brute -Affl//er*s restive lump assume 

** Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 

'* Has matter innate motion? then each atom, 

^' Asserting its indisputable right 

** To dance, would form an universe of dust : 

^ Has matter none? Then whence these glorious forms 

*^ And t^oundless flights, from Shapeless, and Reposed f 

*' Has niatter wiofe than motion ? Has it thought, 

" Judgment, and genius? Is it deeply learn 'd 

** In Mathematics ? Has it fram'dywcA laws, 

'* Which but to guess, a Newton made inunortal ?— 

^* If so, how each, sage atom laughs at me, 

" Who think a Clod inferior to a Man ! 

^ If art, to form ; and counsel, to conduct; 

" And that with greater far, than human skill; 

" Resides not in each block;— a GODHEAD 

reigns. — 
" Grant, then, invisible, eternal, MIND; 
*' That granted, all is solved. — ^But, granting that, 
" Draw I not o'er me a still darker cloud ? 
•* Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive ? 
" A being without origin, or end ! — 
•* Hail, human liberty ! There is no GOD— 
** Yet, Why ? on either scheme that knot subsists ; 
" Subsist it mtist, in GOD, or Human Race j 
^ If in the last, how many knots beside, 
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•* Indissoluble all ?— AVhy chuse it TherCy 

" Where, chosen, still subsist ten thousand more ? 

" Reject it, where. That chosen, all the rest 

" Dispers'd, leave Reason's whole horizon clear ? 

" This is not reason's dictate ; Reason says, 

" Close with the side where One grain turns the scale ; 

" What vast preponderance is here ! can reason 

** With louder voice exclaim — Believe a GOD ? 

" And Reason heard, is the sole mark of man. 

** What things impossible must man think true, 

'* On any other system ! and how strange 

" To disbelieve J through mere credulity !" 

If, in this chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw,^ 
Let it for ever bind him to Belief. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 
And, if a GOD there is, that GOD how great ! 
How great that Pow'r, whose providential care 
Thro' these bright orbs' dark centres darts a ray ! 
Of Nature universal threads the whole ! 
And hangs Creation^ like a precious gem, ^ 

Though little, on a footstool of his throne ! 

That little gem, how large ! A weight let fall 
From a fixt star, in ages can it reach 
This distant Earth ! Say, then, Lorenzo ! where, V 
Where, ends this mighty building ? Where, begin 
The suburbs of Creation ? Where, the wall 
Whose battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-existence ! Nothing's strange abode ! 
Say, at what point of space JEHOVAH dropp'd 
His slacken'd Line^ and laid his Balance by ; 
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Weighed Worlds, and measured Irifimte, no noorc ? 
Where, rears His terminating Pillar high 
Its extra-mundane head ? and says, to gods. 
In characters illustrious as the sun, 

I stand, the plan' s proud period i I pronounce 
The work accomplished ; the Creation clos'd: 
Shout, all ye gods ! nor shout ye gods alone 9 
Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life. 
That rests, or rolls, ye heights, and depths resound ! 
Resound! resound ! ye depths, and heights, resound ! 
Hard are those questions ! — Answer harder still. 
Is This the sole exploit, the single birth. 
The solitary son of PowW Divine ? 
Or has th' Almighty FATHER, with a breath. 
Impregnated the womb of distant Space ? 
Has He not bid, in various provinces, 
Brother-Creations the dark bowels burst 
Of Light primaeval ; barren, now, no more ? 
And He the central sun, transpiercing all 
Those Giant-Generations, which disport 
And dance, as Motes, in his meridian ray ; 
That fay withdrawn, benighted, or absorbed. 
In that Abyss of Horror, whence they sprung; 
While Chaos triumphs, repossest of all 
Rival Creation ravish'd from his throne ? 
Chaos ! of Nature both the womb, and grave ! 
Think'st thou my scheme, Lorenzo, spreads too 
wide ? 
Is this extravagant ? — No ; this \%just ; 
Just, in conjecture, though 'twere false in fact. 
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If 'tis an error, 'tis art error sprung 

From noble root, high thought of the l)lOST-HIGR 

But wherefore error ? Who can prove it such f — 

He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 

Can nwin conceive beyond what God can do f 

Nothing, but quite ImpessiUe is hard. 

He summons into being, with like ease, 

A whole Creation, and a single Grain. 

Speaks he the word ? a thousand worlds are bom ! 

A Thousand worlds? there's space for Millions more^ 

And in what space can his great Fiat fail ? 

Condemn me not^ cold critic ! but indulge 

The warm Imagination : Why condemn ? 

Why not'indulge such thoughts, as swell our hearts 

With fuller admiration of That Power, 

AVho gives our hearts with such high thoughts to swell ? 

Why not indulge in His augmented praise ? 

Darts not His glory a still brighter ray, 

ITie less is left to Chaos, and the realms 

Of hideous ^ight, where Fancy strays aghast ; 

And, though most talkative, makes no report ? 

Still seems my thought enormous ? Think again j — 
Experience 'self shall aid Ithy lame belief. 
Glasses (that revelation to the sight !) 
Have they not led us in the deep disclose 
Of fine-spun Nature, exquisitely small. 
And, though demonstrated, still ill-co?iceived ? 
If, then, on the reverse, the mind would mount 
In Magnitude, what mind can mount too far. 
To keep the balance, and creation poise ^ f 
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Defect alone can err on such a theme ; 
What is too great, if we the Came survey ? 
Stupendous ARCHITECT ! Thou, Thou art all) 
My soul flies up ami down in thoughts of Thee, 
And finds he^rself but at the centre still ! 
I AM, thy name ! Existence, all Thi7ie own ! 
Creation's nothings flatter'd much, ifstyFd 
^' The thin, the fleeting Atmosphere of GOD r 

O for the voice — of what ? of whom ?— What voice 
Can answer to my wants, in such ascent. 
As dares to deem one universe too small ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now Fancy glows, 
Fir'd in the vortex of Almighty power) 
Is not this home creation, in the map 
Of universal Nature, as a speck. 
Like fair Britannia in our little ball ^ 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its size. 
But, elsewhere, far out-measur'd, far outshone ? 
In Fancy (for ihtfact beyond us lies) 
Canst thou not figure it, an Isle, almost 
Too small for notice, in the Vast of being ; 
Severed by mighty seas of un-built space 
From other realms ; from ample Continents 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 
Less Northern, less remote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath the Line of the Supreme ; 
Where souls in excellence make haste, put fi^rth 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait 
Of Human worth, but ripen soon to gods ? 

Yet why drown Fancy in such depths as these ? 
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Return, presumptuous rover ! and confess 

The bounds of man ; nor blame them, as too small. 

Enjoy we not full scope in what is seen ? 

Full ample the dominions of the sun ! 

Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide. 

The matchless monarch, from his flaming throne. 

Lavish of lustre, throws his beams about him. 

Farther, and faster, than a thought can fly. 

And feeds his planets with eternal fires ! 

This Hetiopolis, by greater far. 

Than the proud tyrant of the Nile^ was built ; 

And He alone, who built it, can destroy. 

Beyond this Citi/, why strays human thought ? 

07ie wonderful, enough for man to know ! 

One infinite ! enough for man to range ! 

One firmament, enough for man to read ! 

O what voluminous instruction here ! 

What page of wisdom is deny'd him ? None i 

If learning his chief lesson makes him wise. 

Nor is Instruction^ here, our only gain ; 

There dwells a noble pathos in the skies. 

Which warms our passions, proselytes our hearts. 

How eloquently shines the glowing pole ! 

With what authority it gives its charge. 

Remonstrating great truths in style sublime. 

Though silent, loud ! heard earth around ; above 

The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell ; 

Hell has her wonder, though too proud to praise. 

Is Earthy then, more infernal ? Has she those. 

Who rxtiihtr praise (Lorenzo !) nor admire? 
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Lorenzo's admiration, pre-engag*d. 
Ne'er ask'd the Mwn one question ; never held 
Least correspondence with a single star : 
Ne'er rear'd an altar to the Queen of Heaven 
Walking in brightness ; or her train ador'd. 
Their sublunary rivals have long since 
Engross'd his whole devotion ; Stars malign, 
Which made the fond Astronomer run mad ; 
Darken his intellect, corrupt his /leart s 
Cause him to sacrifice his fame and peace 
To momentary madness, call'd delight. 
Idolater, more gross than ever kiss'd 
The lifted hand to Luna, or pour'd out 
The blood to Jove !— O THOU, to whom belongs 
All sacrifice ! O Thou Great Jove unfeign'd ! 
Divine Instructor ! Thy Jirst volume, This, 
For Man's perusal ; AlLin Capitals ! 
In Moon, and Stars (heav'n's golden alphabet !) 
Emblaz'd to seize the sight ; who runs may read ; 
Who reads, can understand. 'Tis unconfin'd 
To Christian land, or Jewry ; fairly writ. 
In language universal, to Mankind: 
A language. Lofty to the learn 'd : yet Plain 
To those that feed the flock, or guide the plough. 
Or, from his husk, strike out the bounding grain, 
A language, worthy the Great MIND, that speaks ! 
Preface, and Comment, to the Sacred Page ! 
Which oft refers its reader to the skies, 
As pre-supposing his first lesson there. 
And Scripture self a Fragment, That unread. 
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Stupendous book of wisdoiii, to the wide ! 
Stupendous book ! and op^'d, Nioht ! by Thee. 

By Thee much open'd, I confess, O Night / 
Yet more I wish ; but how shall I prevail ! 
Say, gentle Night ? whose modest, maiden beams 
Give us a new creation, and present 
The world's great picture soften'd to the sight j 
Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent still. 
Say, thou, whose mild dominion's silver key 
Unlocks our hemisphere, and sets to view 
Worlds beyond number ; worlds concealed by day 
Behind the proud, and envious star of noon ! 
Canst thou not draw a deeper scene ? — ^And shew 
The Mighty Potentate, to whombetong 
These rich Regalia pompously displayed 
To kindle that high hope ? Like him of l/z^ 
I gaze around ; I search oh ev'ry side— ^ 
O for a glimpse of HIM my soul adores ! 
As the chas'd hart, amid the desart waste. 
Pants for the living stream ; for HIM who madfe her, 
So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank 
Of sublunary joys. Say, goddess! Where? 
Where, blazes His bright court ? Where burns His 

throne ? 
Thou know'st ; for Thou art near Him ; by Theei 

round 
His grand pavilion, sacred fame reports 
The sable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, so swift of wing, 
Who travel far, discover where He dwells ? 
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A Star His dwelling pointed out below. 

Ye Pleiades ! Arcturtis I Mazaroth ! 

And thou, Orion ! of still keener eye ! 

Say ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves. 

And bring them out of tempest into port ! 

On which hand must I bend my course to find Him f 

These courtiers keep the secret of their KING ; 

I wake whole nights, in vain, to steal it from them. 

I wake ; and, waking, clim'b NighCs radiant scale. 
From sphere to sphere ; the steps by nature set 
For man's ascent ; at once to tempt and aid ; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his tow'ring thought ; 
Till it arrives at the Great Goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation's rapid car. 
From Earthy as from my barrier, I set out. 
How swift I mount ! Diminished Earth recedes ; 
I pass the Moon 5 and, from her farther side. 
Pierce heav'n's blue curtain ; strike into Remotely 
Where, with his lifted tube, the subtil sage 
His artificial, airy journey takes. 
And to Celestial lengthens Human sight. 
I pause at evVy Planet on my road. 
And ask for HIM who gives their orbs to roll. 
Their foreheads fair to shine. From Saturn's ring, 
In which, of Earths an army might be lost, 
With the bold Cornet^ take my bolder flight. 
Amid those sovereign glories of the skies. 
Of independant, native lustre, proud ; 
The souls of systems ! and the lords of life. 
Thro* their wideempires ! — What behold I now f 

z 
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A wilderness of wonder burning round ; 

Where larger suns inhabit higher spheres ; 

Perhaps the villas of descending gods ; 

Nor halt I here ; my toil is but begun ; 

Tis but the threshold of the DEITY ; 

Or, far beneath it, I am grov'ling still. 

Nor is it strange ; I built on a mistake ; 

The grandeur of his works, whence /o% sought 

For aid, to reason sets his glory higher s 

Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to Him) 

O where, Lorenzo ! must the Builder dwell ? 

Pause, then ; and, for a moment, here respire — 
If human thought can keep its station Here, 
Where am f?-^ Where is Earth f — Nay, where art thoi 
O Sun ? — Is the sun turn'd recluse ? — And are 
His boasted expeditions short to Mine ? — 
To mim^ how short ! On Nature's Alps I stand. 
And see a thousand firmaments beneath ! 
A thousand systems ! as a thousand grains ! 
So much a stranger, and so late arrived. 
How can man's curious spirit not enquire. 
What are the natives of this world sublime. 
Of this so foreign, un-terrestrial sphere. 
Where mortal, untranslated^ never stray'd ? 

" O ye, as distant from my little home, 
" As swiftest sun-beams in an age can fly ! 
** Far from my native element I roam, 
** In quest of New, and Wonderful, to man. 
*' What province This, of His immense domain, 
** Whom all obeys ? Or mortals here, or gods ? 
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<f* Ye bord'rers on the coast of bliss ! what are you ? 
" A colony from heav'n ? Or, only raised, 
" By frequent visit from heav'n's neighbouring realms, 
" To secondary gods, and half divine ? — 
** Whatever your nature, This is past dispute, 
" Far other life you live, far other tongue 
" You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 
" Thstn man. How various are the works of God ! 
" But say. What thought ? Is Reason here enthroned, 
" And absolute ? Or Sense in arms against her ? 
''Have you Two lights ? Or need you no reveaVd? 
" Enjoy your happy realms their golden age ? 
*' And had your Eden an abstemious Eve ? 
" Ottr 'Eve'3 fair daughters prove their pedigree 
/' And ask their Adams — ^^ Who would not be wise ?" 
*^ Or, if your mother/^?//, are you redeemed? 
" And if redeemed— is your Redeemer scorn' d ? 
^^ Is This your 6nal residence ? If not, 
"Change you your scene. Translated ? Or by Death f 
" And if by Death i What Death? — Know you 

" Disease? 
^* Or horrid War ? — With war, this fatal hour, 
" EuRQPA groans fso call we a small field, 
** Where kings run mad). In Our world. Death de- 

*^putes 
" Inpftntperante to do the work of Age \ 
'^ Anid hingjiig: up the quiver iVa/i/re gave him, 
^* As slow of-'Eiecution, for dispatch 
" Sends ^oxiki^ Imperial butchers; bids them slay 
** Th€i|( siv^e'p {the silly sheep they fleec'd before), 
■>.■■:••'■.• 2 2 
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<' And toss him twice ten thousand at a meal. 

'* Sit all your executioners on thrones ? 

•* With^ow, can rage for plunder make a^D<f f 

" And bloodshed wash out ev'ry other stain ? — 

" But You, perhaps, can't bleed : From matter gross 

** Your Spirits clean, are delicately clad 

" In fine-spun iEther, privileged to soar, 

" Unloaded, uninfected ; How unlike 

" The lot of man ! How few of human race 

" By their own mud unmurder'd ! How we wage 

** Self-war eternal ! — Is your painful day 

*' Of hardy conflict o'er ? Or, are you still 

*^ Raw candidates at school ? And have you those 

" Who disafFect Reversions, as with Us f — 

" But what are We ? You never heard of Man ; 

" Or Earth, the Bedlam of the universe ! 

" Where Reason (undiseas'd with You) runs mad, 

" And nurses Folly's children as her own-, 

" Fond of the foulest. In the sacred mount 

•* Of Holiness, where reason is pronounc'd 

" Infallible ; and thunders, like a god ; 

" Ev'n there, by Saints, the Damons are outdcme ; 

" What These think wrong, our Saints refine to right; 

^^ And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts ; 

" Satan, instructed, o'er their morals smiles.-— 

" But This, how strange to You, who know not Man I 

** Has the least rumour of our race arriv'd ? 

^^ Call'd here Elijah in his flaming car ? 

" Past by you the good Enoch, on his r©ad 

** To those fair fields, whence Li^cifer was hurl'd; 
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" Who brush'd^ perhaps, your sphere in his descent, 

** Stain'd your' pure crystal iEther, or let fall 

** A short eclipse from his portentous shade ? 

" O ! that the fiend had lodg'd on some broad orb 

** Athwart his way ; nor re^h'd his present home, 

** Then blacken'd Earth with footsteps foul'd in hell, 

** Nor wash'd in OceaUy as from Rome he past 

** To Britain's isle ; taoj too^ conspicuous TliereV^ 

But this is all digression : Where is He, 
That o'er heaven's battlements the felon hurl'd 
To groans, and chains, and darkness ? Where is He, 
Who sees creation's summit in a vale ? 
He, Whom, while man is Marty he can't but seek 3 
And if he finds, commences more than man ? 
»0 for a telescope his throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye leam'd on Earth I or blest Above ! 
Ye searching, ye Newtonian angels-., tell. 
Where, your Great Master's orb ? His planets^ 

where ? 
Those conscious Satellites, those Morning stars, 
First-bom of DEITY ! from central love. 
By veneration most profound, thrown off; 
By sweet attraction, no less strongly drawn ; 
Aw'dy and yet raptured; raptur'dy yet serene ^ 
Past thought illustrious, but with borrowed beams ; 
In still approaching circles, still remote^ 
Revolving round the sun's eternal Sire ? 
Or sent, in lines direct, on embassies 
To nations-^in what latitude ? — Beyond 
Terrestrial thought's horizon ! — And on what 

z3 



Than studious this to shun, or that secure. 

'Tis not the curious^ but the pious path. 

That leads me to my point ; Lokenzo ! know. 

Without or Star, or Angel, for their guide. 

Who worship GOD, shall find him. Humble Zojwr., 

And not proud Reason, keeps the door of heav'n 5 

Love finds admission, where proud Science fails. 

Man's science is the culture of his heart ; 

And not to lose his plumbet in the depths 

Of Nature, or the more profound of GOD. 

Either to know, is an attempt that sets 

The wisest on a level with the fool. 

To fathom Nature (ill-attempted Here!) 

Past doubt is deep philosophy Above ; 

Higher degrees in bliss archangels take. 

As deeper learn'd ; the deepest, learning still. 

For, what a thunderer of omnipotence 

(So might I dare to speak) is seen in All ! 

In Man! in Earth! in more amazing S/cies!^ , 

Teaching this lesson. Pride is loth to learn 

" Not deeply to discern, not much to know. 
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From my late aify travel unconfin'd. 
Have I learned nothing ? — Yes, Lorenzo ! This*; 
Each of these stars is a religious house ; 
I saw their altars smoke, their incense rise ; 
And heard Hosannas ring thro' ev'ry sphere, 
A seminary fraught with future gods. 
Nature all o'er is consecrated ground, 
Teeming with growths immortal, and divine. 
The Great Proprietor's all bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing wastfe ; but sows these fiery fields 
With seeds of reason^ which to virtues rise 
Beneath His genial ray ; and, if escap'd 
The pestilential blasts of stubborn will. 
When grown mature, are gather'd for the skies. 
And is Devotion thought too much on earthi 
When beings, so superior, homage boasts 
And triumph in prostrations to The Throne ? 
But wherefore more of planets, or of stars ? 
^Ethereal journeys, and, discover'd there. 
Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand ways devout. 
All Nature sending incense to The Throne, 
Except the bold Lorenzos of Our sphere? 
Op'ning the solemn sources of my soul. 
Since I have pour'd, like feign'd Eridanus, 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming skies. 
Nor see, oi fancy j or oi facty what more 

Invites the muse. Here turn we, and review 

Our past nocturnal landscape wide : — Then say. 
Say, then Lorenzo ! with what burst of heart. 
The whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 

z 4 
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Must man exclaim, adoring, and aghast ? 

" O vhat a root ! O what a branch, is here I 

*' O what a Father ! What a family I 

" Worlds ! systems ! and creations ! — ^And ereatbns, 

" In one agglomerated cluster, hung, 

" *GreatVINE! OnTHfi£,onTHE£thecIusterhangs; 

" The filial cluster ! infinitely spread 

" In glowing globes, with various being fi-aught ; 

" And drinks (nectarious draught!) immortal life. 

" Or, shall I say (for who can say enough ?) 

** A constellation of ten thousand gems, 

" (And, O ! of what dimension ! of what weight !) 

** Set in one Signets flames on the right hand, 

** Of Majesty Divine! The blazing Seal, 

** That deeply stamps, on all created mind, 

" Indelible, His sovereign attributes, 

*' Omnipotence, and Love ! That, passing bound: 

^' And This, surpassing that. Nor stop we Here, 

'' For want of Pow'r in GOD, but Thought in Mah. 

" Ev'n This acknowledg'd, leaves us still in debt ; 

" If Greater aught. That Greater all is Thine, 

" Dread SIRE ! — Accept this Miniature of Thee ; 

*' And pardon an Attempt from mortal thought, 

" In which archangels might have fail'd, unblam'd/* 

Howsuch ideas of th' ALMIGHTY'S Pow'r, 
And such ideas of th* ALMIGHTY'S Plan, 
(Ideas not absurd) distend the thought 
Of feeble mortals I Nor of them alone ! 
The fulness of the DEITY breaks forth 
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^n Inconceivabies to men, and gods. 

Think, then, O think; nor ever drop the thought 5 

How low must Man descend, when (rody adore ! 

Have I not, then, accomplished my proud boast? 

Did I not tell thee, *' We would mount, Lorenzo ! 

** And kindle our devotion at the Stars ?" 
And have IfaiCd? And did I flatter thee ? 

And art all adamant ? And dost confute 
All urg*d, with one irrefragable SmUe f 
Lorenzo ! Mirth how miserable here I 
Swear by the Stars^ by HIM who made them, swear. 
Thy heart, henceforth, shall be as pure as They: 
Then 7%OM,like Themy ^^W. shine ; like 7%em, shall rise 
From low to lofty ; from obscure to bright; 
By due gradation, Aa^urcf's sacred law. 
The StarSi from whence ? — Ask Chaos — He can tell. 
These bright temptations to idolatry. 
From Darkness^ and Confusion^ took their birth ; 
Sons of Deformity ! from fluid dregs 
Tartarean^ first they rose to masses rude ; 
And then, to spheres opaque ; Then dimly shone ; 
Then brighten'd ; Then blaz'd out in perfect day. 
Nature delights in progress ; in advance 
From worse to better : But, when Minds ascend. 
Progress, in part, depends upon themselves. 
Heav'n aids exertion ; Greater makes the Great 5 
The voluntary Little lessens more. 
O be a Man ! and thou shalt be a God! 
Arid Half Self-made ! — ^ Ambition how divine ! 
O Thou, ambitious of disgrace alone ! 
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Still undevout ? unkindled ?— Tho' high-taught. 
Schooled by the skies, and pupil of the stars ; 
Rank coward to the fashionable world 1 
Art thou asharrCd to bend thy knee to heaven ? 
Curst fume of pride, exhal'd from deepest hell ! 
Pride in Religion is man's highest praise. 
Bent on destruction ! and in love with death ! 
Not all these luminaries, quench 'd at once, 
Were half so sad, as one benighted mind. 
Which gropes For happiness, and meets despair. 
How, like a widow in her weeds,^the Nighty 
Amid her glimmering tapers, silent sits ! 
• How sorrowful, how desolate, she weeps 
Perpetual dews, and saddens nature's scene ! 
A scene more sad Sin makes the darkened soul. 
All bomfort kills, nor leaves one spark alive. 
Tho' blind of heart, still open is thine eye : 
Why such magnificence in all thou seest ? 
Of Matter's grandeur, know, one end is This^ 
To tell the Rational^ who gazes on it — 
" Tho' That immensely Great, still Greater He^ 
** Whose breast, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
" Unburden'd, nature's universal scheme ; 
" Can grasp Creation with a single thought ; 
** Creation grasp ; and not exclude its SIRE'* — ' 
To tell him farther — ^* It behoves him much 
** To guard th' important, yet depending, fate 
** Of being, brighter than a thousand suns : 
*•'. One single ray of Thought outshines them all.'* — 
And if man hears obedient, soon he'll soar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing, 
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His pui^[^ wing bedrop'd with eyes of gold. 
Rising, where Thought is now deny*d to rise. 
Look down triumphant on these dazzling spheres. 

Why then persist? — ^No mortal ever liv*d 
But, djfingi he pronounc'd (when words are true) 
Tire whole that charms thee, absolutely vain ; 
Vain, and far worse ? — ^Think Thou, with dying men; 
O condescend to think as angels think ! 
O tolerate a chance for happiness ! 
Our nature such, ill choice ensures ill fate ; 
And hell had been, tho' there had been no God. 
Dost thou not know, my new astronomer ! 
Earthy turning from the Sun, brings night to man r 
Jl/£z;i, turning from his God, brings endless night; 
Where thou canst read no morals^ find no friend^ 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 
How deep the. darkness ! and the groan, how laud! 
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames ! — ^ 
Such is Lorenzo's purchase ! Such his praise ! 
Tlie proud, the politic, Lorenzo's praise ! 
Tho' in his ear, and levell'd at his heart, 
I've half read o'er the volume of the skies. 

For think not thou hast heard all this from me; 
My song but echoes what great Nature speaks. 
What has she spoken ? Thus the goddess spoke. 
Thus speaks for ever r — " Place, at nature's head, 
*' A sov'reign, which o'er all things rolls his eye, 
•* Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 
** But, above all, diffuses endless gobd ; 
** To whom, for sure redress, the wrong'd may fly ; 
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** The vile, for meitry ; and the pain*d, for peace ; 
^* By whoniy the various tenants of these spheres, 
" Diversify'd in fortunes, place, and powers, 
** Raised in enjoyment, as in worth they rise, 
" Arrive at length (if worthy such approach) 
*^ At that blest fountain-bead, from which they stream; 
** Where conflict past redoubles present joy ; 
** And present joy looks forward on increase 5 
" And That, on nuwe ; no period ! ev^ry step 
" A double boon ! a Promise^ and a Bliss.** 
How easy sits this scheme on human hearts ! 
It suits their make ; it sooths their vast desires ; 
Passion IS pleas'd ; and Reason asks no more ; 
Tis rational ! *tis Great !— But what is Thine ? 
It darkens ! shocks ! excruciates ! and confounds ! 
Leaves us quite naked, both of help, and hope. 
Sinking from bad to worae 5 few years, the spwt 
Of Fortune ; then the morsel of Despair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo * (for thou know'st it well) 
What's Vice ? — Mere want of compass in our thought. 
Religiony what ? — The f^roof of Comman-sense. 
How art thou whooted, where the Least prevails ! 
Is it my fault, if these Truths call thee Fool? 
And thou shalt never ht.miscalCd by me. 
Can neither Shames nor Terror^ stand thy Friend ? 
And art thou still an insect in the mire ? 
How, like thy guardian angel, have I fiown ; 
Shatch'd thee from earth ; escorted thee thro* all 
Th' ethereal armies ; walkt thee, like a God, 
Thro' splendors of first magnitude, arrang'd 
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On either haiKJ ; clouds thrown beneath thy feet; 
Close-criris*d on the bright paradi^ of God , 

And almost introduc'd thee to The Throne ! 

And art thou still carousing, for delight, 

Rank poison ; first, fermenting'^to mere froth. 

And then subsiding into final gall f 

To beings of sublime, immortal make. 

How shocking is all joy, whose end is sure ! 

Such joy, wor^>*shocking still, the more it charms! 

And dost thou chuse what ends ere well-begun; 

And in&mous, as short ? And dost thou chuse 

(Thou, to whose palate Glory h so sweet) 

To wade into perdition, thro* contempt. 

Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 

For I have pcep'd into thy covered heart. 

And seen it blush beneath a boastful brow ; 

For, by strong guilt's most violent assault. 

Conscience is but disabled, not destroyed. 

O thou most Aweful Being ; and most Vain ! 
Thy will, how frail ! how glorious is thy power 1 
Though dread Eternity has sown her seeds 
Of bliss, and woe, in thy despotic breast ; 
Tbough heav'n^ and hell, depend upon thy choice ; 
A butterfly comes cross, and both are fled. 
Is this the picture of a rational ? 
This horrid image, shall it be most just ? 
Lorenzo ! No : It cannot, — shall not, be. 
If there is force in Reason ; or, in Sounds 
Chanted beneath the glimpses of the moon, 
A magic, at this planetary hour. 
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When slumber locks- the genVal lip, and dreams 
Through senseless mazes hunt souls un-inspir^ds 

Attend — the sacred mysteries begin 

My solemn Night-born adjuration hear; 
Hear, and I'll raise thy spirit from the dust; 
While the stars gaze on this inchantment news 
Inchantment, not infernal, but Divine ! . 

'* By Silence, Death's peculiar attribute ; 
** By Darkness^ Guilt's inevitable doom ; 
*' By Darkness, and by Silence, sisters dread ! 
** That draw the curtain round Night's ebon throne, 
** And raise ideas, solemn as the scene ! 
" By night, and ail of aweful. Night presents 
<« To Thought, or Sense, (of aweful much, to both, 
" The goddess brings)! By These her trembling 

Fires, 
" Like Vesta's, ever-burning; and, like hers, 
" Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure ! 
** By these bright orators, that prove, ^r\d praise, 
" And press thee to revere, the DEITY; 
" Perhaps, too, aid thee, v^rhen rever'd awhile, 
" To reach his throne ; as stages of the soul, 
•* Through which, at different periods, she shall pass 
" Refining gradual, for her final height, 
** And purging off some dross at ev'ry sphere ! 
" By this dark pall thrown o'er the silent vvorld ! 
" By the world's kings, and kingdoms, mostrenown'd 
" From short ambition's zenith set for ever ; 
" Sad presage to vain boasters, now in bloom I 
«* By the long list of swift mortality. 
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•* From Adam downward to this evening knell, 

** Which midnight waves 'infancj/s startled eye j 

** And shocks her with an hundred centuries, 

" Round death' ^ black banner throng'd, in human 

thought ! 
" By thousands, now^ resigning their last breath, 
" And calling thee — wert thou so wise to hear ! 
" By tombs o'er tombs arising 5 human earth 
" Ejected, to make room for — human earth ;^ 
** The monarch's terror! and the sexton's trade ! 
** By pompous obsequies that shun the day, 
" The torch funereal, and the nodding plumes 
" Which makes poor man's humiliation proud ; 
" Boast of our ruin ! triumph of our dust ! 
" By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones ; 
" And the pale lamp that shews the ghastly dead, 
" More ghastly, through the thick incumbent gloom \ 
" By visits (if there are) from darker scenes, 
" The gliding spectre ! and the groaning grave ! 
" By groans, and graves, and miseries that groan 
" For the grave's shelter ! By desponding men, 
" Senseless to pains of death, from pattgs of guilt ! 
" By guilt's last audit ! By yon moon in blood, 
" The rocking firmament, the falling stars, 
" And thunder's last discharge, great nature's knell ! 
" By Seconp chaos ; and Eternal nights — 
Be WISE — Nor let Philander blame my charm ^ 
But own not ill-discharg'd my double debt, 
Leve to the living ; duty to the dead. 
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For know Fm but executor ; he left 
This moral legacy; /make it o'er 
By his command ; Philander hear in me ; 
And heav'n in both. — If deaf to these. Oh ! hear 
Florello's tender voice ; his weal depends 
On thy resolve ; it trembles at thy choice ; 
For his sake — ^love thyself: example strikes 
All human hearts ; a bad example more ; 
More still a Father^s ; that ensures his ruin. 
As parent of his being, wouldst thou prove 
Th' unnatural parent of his miseries. 
And make him curse the being which thou gav*st ? 
Is this the blessing of so fond a father ? 
If careless of Lorenzo ! spare. Oh ! spare 
Florello's father, and Philander'^ friend ! 
Florello's father ruin'd, ruins Him; 
And from Phi lander's friend the world expects 
A conduct, no dishonour to the dead. 
Let passion do, what nobler motive should ; 
Let love, and emulation, rise in aid 
To reason ; and persuade thee to be — ^blest. 

This seems not a request to be deny*d ; 
Yet (such th' infatuation of mankind 1) 
Tis the most hopeless, man can make to man. 
Shall I then rise, in argument, and warmth ? 
And urge Philander's posthumous advice^ 

From topics yet unbroach'd ? 

But Oh ! I faint ! My spirits fail ! — Nor strange ! 
So long on wing, and in no middle Clime 1 
To whi6h my great Creator's glory call'd : 
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And calls — ^but, now, in vain. Sleep's dewy wand 
Has strok'd my drooping li4s, and promises 
My long arrear of rest ; the downy god 
(Wont to return with our returning peace J 
Will pay, ere long, and bless me with repose. 
Haste, haste, sweet stranger ! from the peasant's cot, 
The ship-boy's hammppk, or the soldier's straw. 
Whence sorrow never chas'd thee ; with thee bring. 
Not hideous visions, as of late ; but draughts 
Delicious of well-tasted, cordiaf,. rest ; 
Man's rich restorative ; his balmy bath. 
That supples, lubricates, and keeps in play 
The various movements of this nice machine. 

Which asks such frequent periods of repair. 

When tir'd with vain rotations of the day. 
Sleep winds us up for the succeeding dawn ; 

Fresh we spin on, till sickness clogs our wheels. 

Or death quite breaks the spring, and motion ends. 

When will it end with me ? 

^^ Thou only know'st, 

•* Thou, whose broad eye th^ future, and the past, 

** Joins to the present ;^ msking one of three 

** To moral thought ! Thou know'st, and Thou 
alone, 

*♦ All-knowing ! — AH unknown! — And yet well- 
known ! 

" Neai^, tho' remote ! and, tho' unfathom'd, felt ! 

" And, tho' invisible, for ever seen ! 

" And seen in all ! the great and the minute : 

«* Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 

A A 
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" A theme that * lately set my soul on fire — 

" And Thou the Next ! yet equal ! Thou, by whotti 

•* That blessing was convey'd ; far more ! was bought; 

" Ineffable the price ! by whom all worlds 

" Were made ; and one redeemed ! illustrious Light 

" From Light illustrious ! Thou, whose regal power^ 

" Finite in /ime, but infinite in space, 

" On more than adamantine basis fix'd, 

" O'er more, far more, than diadems, and thrones, 

" Inviolably reigns ; the Dread of gods ! 

** And Oh ! the Friend of man ! beneath whose foot, 

" And by the mandate of whose awful nod, 

** All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

" Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

*' Through the short channels of expiring time^ 

" Or shoreless ocean of eternity, 

" Calm, or tempestuous (as thy Spirit breathes), 

" In absolute subjection ! — And, CT Thou 

*^ The glorious Third ! Distinct, not separate ! 

" Beaming from Both ! with Both incorporate ; 

" And (strange to tell !) incorporate with dust ! 

" By condescension, as Thy glory, great, 

" Enshrin'd in man ! Of human hearts, if pure, 

" Divine inhabitant ! The tie divine 

" Of heav'n with distant earth ! by whom, I trust, 

" (If not inspir'd) uncensur'd this address 

" To Thee, to Them — ^To whom?— -Mysterioitt 

power ; 
" Reveal'd — yet unreveal'd ! Darkness in Ught ; 

* Nights the Sixth and Seventh. 
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" Number in unity ! our Joy ! our Dread ! 

** The Triple Bolt that lays all wrong in ruin ! 

" That animates all right, the Triple sun ! 

" Sun of the soul ! her never-setting sun ! 

*' Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv'd, 

" Absconding, yet Demonstrable, Great God ! 

" Greater thaii Greatest ! Better than the Best ! 

" Kinder than kindest ! with soft pity's eye, 

" Or (stronger still to speak it) with Thine Ozvn, 

" From Thy bright home, from that high Firmament, 

*' Where Thou, from all eternity, hast dwelt; 

" Beyond archangels unassisted ken ; 

" From far above what mortals highest call ; 

^' From elevation's pinnacle; look down, 

" Through — What ? Confounding interval ! Thro' all 

** And more than IzhYing fancy can conceive ; 

" Through radiant ranks of essences unknown -, 

" Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach *d 

" Round various banners of Omnipotence, 

" With endless change of rapturous duties fir'd ; 

" Through wond'rous beings interposing swarms, 

'* All clustering at the call, to dwell in Thee; 

*' Through this wide waste of worlds ! this vista vast, 

** All sanded o'er with suns ; suns turn'd to night 

" Before thy feeblest beam — Look down — down — 

down, 
'* On a poor breathing particle in dust, 
" Or, lower, an immortal in his crimes. 
" His crimes forgive ! forgive his virtues, too ! 
'* Those smaller faults, half-converts to the right. ' 
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" Nor let me close these eyes, which never more 

" May see the sun (though night'p descendiag scale 

«* Now weighs up morn), unpity'd, and unblest ! 

" In Thy displeasure dwells eternal pain ; 

*' Pain, our aversion ; pain, which strikes me nowi 

" And, since all pw is terrible to man, 

" Though transient, terrible ; at Thy good hour, 

" Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 

*^ My clay<old bed! by nature, now, sp near 5 

" By nature, near ; still nearer by disease ! 

" Till then, be this^ an emblem of my grave : 

^* Let it out-preach the preacher j evVy night 

" Let it out-cry the boy at Philip's ear ; 

" That tongue of death ! that herald of the tomb ! • 

" And when (the shelter of thy wing implor'd) 

" My senses^ sooth 'd, ,shall sink in soft repose, 

*' O sink this truth still deeper in my soul, 

" Suggested by my pillow, sign'd X^fatd 

" First, \n fate's volume, at the page ofman — 

** Man^s sickly soul, though turrCd and toss'dfor ever, 

" From side fo side, can rest on nought but Thjie : 

" Here^ in full trust, hereqfter, in full Joys 

•* On Thee, the promised, sure, eternal down 

" Of spirits, toil*d in travel through thi$ vale. 

*^ Nor of that pillow shall my soul despond ; 

" For^ — Love almighty ! Love almighty ! (sing, 

" Exult, creation !) Love almighty, reigns ! 

•* That death oi death I that cordial of i^i/kii>/ 

" And loud Eterwitv's triumphant song ! 
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Of whom, no more :— For, O Thou Patron-God ! 
** Thou God and Mortal ! Thence more God to man ! 
'* Man's theme eternal! man's eternal theme ! 
*' Thou can'st tiot 'scape uninjured from our praise. 
" Uninjur'd fix>m ourptaise can He escape, 
** Who, disembosom'd from the Father, bows 
'* The heav'n of heav'ns, to kiss the distant earth ! 
** Breathes out in agonies a sinless soul ! 
** Against the Cross, Death's iron sceptre breaks ! 
** From famish'd ruin plucks her human prey ! 
*' Throws wide the gates celestial to his foes I 
** Their gratitude^ for such a boundless debt, 
*^ Deputes their suffering brothers to receive ! 
" And, if deep human guilt in payment fails ; 
** As deeper guilt prohibits our despair! 
** Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice! 
" And (to close all) omnipotently kind, 
" * Talces his delights among the sons of men.''' 

What words are these- And did they come from heav'n ? 
And were they spoke to man ? to guilty man ? 
What are all mysteries to love like this ? 
The songs of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral gods, are wafted in the sound ; 
Heal and exhilirate the broken heart ; 
Though plung'd, before, in horrors dark as night: 
Rich prelibation of consummate joy 1 
Nor wait we dissolution to be blest. 

This final effort of the moral muse. 
How justly t titled? Nor for me alone ; 

* Prov. chap. vjii. f The Consolation, 
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For all that read ; what .spirit of support. 

What heights of Consolation, crown my song! ^ 

Then, Farewell NIGHT! Of darkness, now, no more: 
Joy breaks ; shines ; triumphs ; 'tis eternal day. 
Shall that which rises out of nought complain 
Of a few evils, paid with endless* joys ? 
My soul ! henceforth, in sweetest union join 
The two supports of human happiness. 
Which some erroneous, think can never meet ; 
True tayle of life^ and constant thought of death ! 
The thought of death, sole victor of its dread! 
Hopey be \hy joy; znd probity thy skills 
Thy patron He, whose diadem has dropp'd 
Yon gems of heav'n ; Eternity, thy prize : 
And leave the racers o( the worl4 their own. 
Their feather, and their froth, for endless toils : 
They part with all for that zvhich is not bread; 
They mortify, they starve, on wealth, fame, power; 
And laugh to scorn the fools that aim at more. 
How must a spirit, late escap'd from earth. 
Suppose Philander's, Lucia's, or Narcissa's, 
The truth ofthifigs new-blazing in its eye. 
Look back, astonish 'd, on the ways of men. 
Whose lives whole drift is to forget their graves ! 
And when our present privilege is pa^t. 
To scourge us with due sense of its abuse. 
The same astonishment will seize us all. 
What t^en must pain us, would preserve us nozv. 
Lorenzo! *tis not yet too late ; Lorenzo! 
Seize wisdom, ere 'tis torment to be wise ; 
That is, seize wisdom, ere she seizes th€c\ 
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For what^ my small philosopher ! is hell? 
'lis nothing but full knowledge of the trutli^ 
When truths resisted long, is sworn our foe ; 
And calls Eternity to do her right. 

Thus, darkness aiding intellectual light. 
And sacred silence whispering truths divine. 
And truths rf/i;/»e converting pain to peace. 
My song the midnight raven has outwing'd. 
And shot, ambitious of unbounded scenes. 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world. 
Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 
Oi fancy y when our hearts remain below? 
Virtue abounds in flatterers, and foes ; 
Tis pride, to praise her ; penance, to perform. 
To more than words, to more than worth of tongue, 
Lorenzo ! rise at this auspicious hour ; 
An hour, when heav Vs most intimate with man ; 
When, like a fallen star, the ray divine 
Glides swift into the bosom of the just ; 
And just are all, determined to reclaim i 
Which sets that title high within thy reach. 
Awake, then : thy Philander calls : awake ! 
Thou, who shalt wake, when the creation sleeps ; 
When, like a taper, all these suns expire ; 
When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath. 
Plucking the pillars that support the world. 
In Nature's ample ruins lies intomb'd ; 
And Midnight, Universal Midnight ! reigns. 

THE END. 

J. Ctmdee, Printer, Ivy-Laiie. 



The BINDER is desired to noticci Signature ^ qcpurs twic^*«th4t hegmning 
witli the word « Unbroken'' stands first. 
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